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PREFACE- 



In presenting the following aarratiyes to 
the public as authentic, the Aathor would 
not be imderstood to convey the idea, tfaat 
they are, m every particular^ related witb a 
strict adberence to fact. The deviations» 
neverthelessy are few and the more unim- 
portant> as they are met with principally 
in the colioquial parts. A sentiment may be 
introduced which cannot be attributed to 
the peculiar tiipe and place ; wbiie an Ob- 
servation may incidentally occur, which 
seemed natqraUy to arise out of the ocoasion, 
though it may not have sugg«sted itself at 
the moment. On the whole, however, they 
may be relied upon as substantially correct. 

With the story of Matilda, indeed, greater 
liberties have been taken. Yet, desirable 
as this was considered for various reasous, 
whatever may have been the less prominent 
features of a life, agitated as was her's, it's 
leading characters will be found accurately 
delineated. 

With respect to the S wiss Tale, the reader^ 
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it is presumed, will not be displeased io 
learn, that it is from the pen of the indi- 
vidual, with whom, itis hoped, be will bave 
become favourably acquainted in " Tbe 
Evening-Walk," and at " The House of 
Mourning.*' On this account, more parti- 
cularly, it appeared a suitable companion 
for the narratives itattends. 

For the translation, and the notes sub- 
Joined to it, the writer is indebted to one, 
whom he is happy thu^ to acknowledge as 
the mutual friend of it'sauthorand himself: 
— a threefold cord, wbich with humble 
coniidence they believe indissoluble, whe- 
ther it be in life, or in death — amidst 
'* the things which are seen and temporal, 
or those which are unseen and eternal.'^ 

With these few prefatory Observation», 
and with the fervent prayer, that the Divine 
blessing may accompany the perusal of bis 
volume, the writer commits bis little labour 
to the protection of Him, who can prosper, 
if it seem good to Him, even the work of bis 
önworthy hauds. 



%n dSbtninti 8R9aQlt, 



Yhe clondi, tbat gather nmud tbe tettiiig ran, 
Do iak« a sober colouing firom an eye, 
Tbat hath kept watoh o'ex man'« mortelity : 

Anotiier iiMe luKfli beeii-paad f/Qtetfa^nu vie won. 



Muceve ntile dnlci.— Hbr. 



EVENING WALK. 



PART I. 



" We Ve lived ettranged af&r from God, 

And loved the dittance well ; 
And ran with eager hasto the load, 

Wbeie Sin and Rain dwell." 



It was in the beginning of Autümn, that 
I was requested by a dear fellow-labourer 
ix} accompany him in an intended visit to 
some of bis female penitenls, whose crimes 
had brought them to a state of severe suffer- 
ing, and, as it proved eventually, were fast 
hurrying them to the tribunal of judgment. 
Worn away by disease which their riots had 
entailed on them, these unhappy, though to 
he commiserated, outcasts of society had 
been sent into the country by the con- 
ductors of the Asylum,^ in the hope that 

* A Magdalen Asylum, established and principally con- 
dttcted by myfriend. Like the late ezcellent Mr. Scott, 
when alluding to a similar subject, he might say : ** l 
have attended to their wants, spiritual and temporal, 

B 
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change of air migbt at least stoj the stroke 
of deatb, and give these unfortunate victims 
of seduction a little loDg;er to bewail their 
transgressions — a little longer to " look on 
Him whom their iniqüities had pierced" — 
a little longer to ^'mourn iox himy" and exer- 
cise the feelings of a godij repentance. 

It had been so ordered by Him " who 
keepetb mercj for tbousands»" that we 
shouldbe permitted to anticipate a gratify* 
ing meeting'. The ministr j of my friend 
had been so far ble^t,, as to encourage him 
to persevere in proclaiming to them the rieh 
Provision, the füll and free salvation of the 
Gospel, and in exhorting them to flee from 
impending wrath. After the prayers, the 
warnings, and anxieties of years, he had at 
lengtb Seen tbeni humbled at the Saviour's 
feet, and with Mary, their companion in 

whoUy without remuneration from man." Through the 
Divine bleBsing on bis labours^ and those of no trivial 
nature^ he bas seen many of its once unhappy and aban- 
doned inmates> not only converted " from the error of 
their ways/' but, by an irreproachable walk and conver^ 
Ration^ adoming the doctrine of God their Saviour. 
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Sin and sorrow, bathing them with their 
tearSy and willing to wipe them ^ith tb^ 
hairs of their heäds. 

On an errand so painfuUy pleasing, ii 
would not be denied us the relief of pour* 
ing oat our hearts. The evening was de- 
lightfiil» and, from its stillness, well suited 
to meditation such as our's. Not a cloud 
obsenred the sun, which, though declining, 
was still high abore the horizon, and shed its 
beams with considerable power. Our path 
lay over hill and dale, and was beautifuUy 
diversified ; now, leading us beneath the 
shade of overarching chesnut-trees mingied 
with elms, and now, conducting us through* 
vineyards ripening fast for the wine-press. 
Mont Bianca in the distance rose majes- 
tically before us, towering in sublime gran- 



* The highest mountain in Europe. It is visible at an, 
almost incredible distance. The writer saw it distinctly 
while iie was descending the Rhone ; and was informed 
that, at that moment, there was an interval between it 
and him of one hundred and thirty mile». 

B2 
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deUr above the surrounding steeps, wh&re 
the foot of the cbamöis^ aloae had trod, 
inducing maDj a solemn, but not unprofit- 
able, reflectlon. For the present, at least, 
there were neither " fightings without," nor 
" fears within." AH around us was tran- 
quil,and the qoiet scene appeared to impart 
to u&a portion of it's peace. 

The subject ever dear to the breast of a 
Christian, and which will occupy bis 
thoughts ^* when he sits down, as when he 
rises np," in the retiremeint of the closet, as 
"when he walks by the way," was (and 
eonld it be otherwise on such an oecasion?) 
our humbling, but rejoicing, theme. We 

foUowed the blessed Jesus through bis path 

— - -._■ — -. — -^ — ». —^ — 

* The chamois is a species of antelope, and is peculiar 
to the high regions of the Alps. Itis rarely seen alive, ez- 
cept by those who gain a preoarious Bubsistence by the ha- 
zardous pursiüt of it over *' rocks^ wastes^ and wilds, and 
everlastingsnows." The writer, however, had the good 
fortune to meet with one at Chamounix, in Savoy, which 
had been taken when yoong. IVs agility was trtüy asto- 
nishing. 

It is observed of the hnnten of this animal, that they ac- 
quire a remarkable ferocity of ebairacter and countenanc« p 
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«ofsorrow; and, as vre traced him from tiie 
maDger to tbe tomb, iDsensibly drew near 
the aböde of one of our despised perhaps, 
bat surely not uninteresting, mourners. 
Passinga rivulet, we now took the direction 
ofa cause wajy eonsiderably elevated abore 
the adjacent meadows, wiiich were fiooded, 
as I understood from mj firiend, for many 
jnouths together at the seasons of ^* the 
eariy and latter rain," though at this mo- 
ment smiling and cheerful. They reminded 
US of those we were going to visit. Like 
these fields in the absence of a genial 
warmthy they were in sadness, and, as it 
were, sunk " in deep waters ;" yet had we 
göod hope, that the Sun of Righteousness 
would 1SOOJ1 arise on them with healing in 
his wings, when ^' the solitary place should 
gladden, and the desert rejoice and blossem 
as the rose.** 

As we crossed a stile, a cottage pre- 
sented itself to our view. " There," said 

from, the dangen^ probably, to which tbey are cfmstantJy 
tiKfot»d, 4uid firom the little interoourse they hol.d wi.t^ 
their£sUow-meii. 
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ny companioDy *^ is the cabin where one 
of my poor children resides.'' Tiiougfa 
lonelyy it was pleasantly situated. In front 
was Sal^ve,* which, extending to the 
■outh almost as far as the eye could reach^ 
seemed gradually to blend itself with the 
j^xtremity of the Jura.t To the left were 

* Sal^ve is a mountain of considerable cxtent^ remote 
trom fi>ur to six miles firom Geneva. From the town it 
hm a bol4» though rather bleak appearance^ having little 
or HO brushwood to conceal the various strata of whieh 
it is Qomposed. There are stiU a few trees on it's summit^ 
visible at a great distance, and attracting the eye froip 
the BiDgularity of their Situation. They are still known 
hy the niune pf '' les treize arbres,'' (the thirteen trees), 
Jthpugh several of their number have sunk under the all- 
destroying hand of time, and have never been replaoed. 

Sal^ve runs parallel to the Jura, and girds the lower 
part of this beautiful and fiir-£imed valley to the south. 

f The Jura is a majestic ränge of mountains, form* 
$ng a natural boundary between Franoe and Switzerland. 
We call it the na^ra/boundary, to distinguish it from the 
arttßcial limits imposed by France on the Confederacy. 
The latter extend beyond the Jura to within three miles 
of Geneva. Here it was, at a pretty village, the cele^ 
bf ated Femey, that Voltaire, when driven from the neigfa- 
bouring Canton, fixed his residence. But, alas ! if he 
was personally exeluded from the Republic, the poiaen 
of his writings and principles found but too easy aceest. 
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tiie nobler pHes of the laore •distant Atpe, 
^while ihe Arra was seen, at intervals, roltio^ 
it's tamahuous wavee throagh tbe Valley. 
On our ariiral, we found this anhap^y 

Bnd spread with an awFül rapicßty amongst all classes of its 
lidiaibitBnts. Tfaus It is, tfaal; tke eneray-of maiddnd, xm(ter 
tjlie «pecioQs pretcxt of Hternry tast,* too alten seduoes 
thousands of those, who, '* placed in authority," should 
he ihe giüdes, -a&d not the corruptors, ^tbeir infcriow , 
imperceptibly to destruction^ for they " are taken captive 
tjyhimat&isvIlU» 

While we are on this 9u!]!ject, the ^triter may "he par- 
«doDed fer saentioning wliat loay tend to confim thelaJdi of 
•cwne^ thaty from ereiy isquiTy he coold tnake when on 
the q^t whei« the great modern leader <)f hifidelity te- 
atded at interrols^ and whencef he went to give an account 
to Hhn ^ who respecteth not the person of sny/' and who 
^'«aH render to eveiy man aocording to his deeds," as also 
during his vunts tothoae more dUtant scenes which he fre- 
«quented— Insyonth was nnhappy: hts maturer life melan- 



* M Qaid enim eat doloins «tio Uterato V'—Oie, Cr, 
Dr. Bvmet, npfiring of tSeneva Ja bis time, says : ^' It i« cor* 
jprifling to see the learning that is heie, ootonly among the pro- 
feflMTSof it, batthe very magistrates and trading Citizens are well 
.vezsed in the Latin tongue, mlghty well acquainted with history, and 
tgeaenlly men of good eense.** 
t Y^oUikt, it iB w^ kaown, dM in i^iii. 
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object of our search almost deprived of 
tbe power of articalation. She had ob- 
served us as we turned from the fields, and 
recognised my friend. Tbe sight of her 
dear instructor completely overcame her. 
He had been the instrument of Hirn who 
had bought her with bis blood, of reconcii- 
ing her to God, and bringing her wandering 



choly> amidst the forced smiles of hilarity : bis dd age 
miserable : and bis deatb— unuttebablt feabfvl ! 

It is related by an amiable autbor of tbe last Cen- 
tury, wbo called on Voltaire wben ne was advancedinyears, 
tbat be despondingly replied : " Monsieur de Voltaire 
is too old to receive visitors.'' On tbis be remarks : 
'< Tbe pbilosopber of Femey, I suspect, is beginning to feei 
tbe messengers of etermtyabout bim, and to tremble.*' 

Would it be believed, tbat any part of tbis wretcbed 
being could be preserved as a memorial of departed 
wortb ? Yet so it is. Tbe writer bas se6n tbe um in 
wbicb are deposited tAe athes of hU heart. It is in the 
custody of tbe present possesSor of the chateau of tbe infi- 
deL A precious reife truly ! guam magna dementia f 

Wben will bis in&tuated admirers leam wisdom ? O 
tbat tbey would remember, that there is ** a worm tbi^t 
never dies, and a fire tbat never sball be <)uenpbed !'f , 
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Steps intotfae fold of salvation. His pre- 

sence, consequently, could aot but reyiye 

many painful remembrances. The horrors 

of her past life — her aggravated trans- 

gressions against Hirn who had borne with 

her so long — the tender love of her Re- 

deemer, who woald not let her go until he 

had led her intothe ^^pathsof peace/' <;ouId 

not but greatly agitate a frame already 

mach exhausted. She caught his band, 

and wept and sobbed aloud. My friend 

t-hen took my arm, and in an under-t'one 

Said, " Let us withdraw until her emotion 

subsides. Poor Rose," he added, " how 

different from whati knewher once! When 

I first became acquainted with her, she was 

like a flower of the field ; but now the flo wer 

is faded, and the grace of the fashion of it 

is perished!" Her wbole frame, indeed, 

wasdebilitated, as ifby extreme age,tfaough 

I believe she had not attained her twen- 

tieth year. Her back was bowed, and her 

iimbs tottered beneath her weight. Her 

jche^k, however, though deeply emaciated, 

Bö 
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Still retaiued in appearance the Tivid coloar 
of youth ^ but, 

'* 'Twae not of youth, not yet the ^ow, 
That warms health's blithesome bliish : 

'Twas not of joy, nor yet of woe^ 
^was fever'« deadly fliwh.'* 

Returniog to her after a few miauten» we 
ibund her more t^omposed, and in a »taa-. 
tion to listen to the voice of consolation. 
.^* Comfort ye, comfort je mj people, saith 
your God. Speak ye comfortably to Je- 
rusaiexn, and cry unto her that her warfare 
is accon^plished, thq^t her iniqaity is par- 
doned." On such an occasion, how sweet 
is a command like this ! In obedienc^ to 
this gracious injunction, we endeavoured to 
pour balm into the wounds of this contrite 
spirit. We spoke to her of Jesus, and his 
power to save : we told her of his love— 
that love which urged him to ^' leave the 
glory of his Father/' veii himself in human 
flesh, lead a life of sorrow, and die an ago- 
liixing death : we dwelt on his office, as 



Mediatot b^tweeoi God aad men: Mtl, 
üvlMJj we poititol her to him assitting '*oii 
tbe tight ha&d of the Majesty on high," and 
** ever living to make i&tercesBion" for hi« 
people. We tben knelt in pra jer, and com- 
mended this strajed sheep to'Him who, 
thoagh ^ without sin, was tempted in all 
things like as we are ;" who can compastsion- 
ate the anguish of a penitent heart, ^^forgive 
it's iniquities, and heal Üs diseases." He, we 
donbted not, ** had graven the name" of 
poor Rose ** upon Ihe palms of his hands," 
there to " have it in everiasting remem- 
branee ;*' and to his care we entrusted her, 
as the faithful « Shepherd and Bishop of 
her soul."* 

Bidding adieu to this " outcast of Zion" 



mfm 



• It will be gratifying to the pious reader to leam, that 
in a few months from this period^ after a gradual decay of 
the outwardj and, as it seemed, a corresponding growth of 
the inward man, this poor wanderer was gathered among 
the remnant of the true Israelites. One, who attended her 
on her dyingbed, infbrmed the writer, that she expired in 
|he joyful anticipation of a hlessed immortality. 
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with many varying emotions, we pro- 
ceeded to administer similar consolation to 
ber sisters in affliction. But, how little do 
we know what a day, or an bour, may bring 
fortb ! The Cbristian, bowever, will rest 
assuredy while be *^ commits bis way unto 
tbe Lord/' tbat bis eteps will be directed by 
tbe unerring band ot Hirn *^ wbo worketb 
all tbings after tbe coun^el of bis own 
will." If a vessel of mercy is to be called^ 
Provision will be made. The instrument, 
it is true, may be unwortby ; yet tbe com- 
mandment sball in due time go fortb : ** I 
bave blotted out, as a thick cloud, tby 
transgressions^ and, as a cloud, tby sins :* 



^ Mr. Hervey^ in one of his letters, remarks, on this 
ezpression, that the word in the original, f^l» trans- 
lated ** cloud,'' in the second clause, should be rendered a 
'* ihm cloud." The passage thus becomes much more 
forcible, and the antithesis beautiful and striking : '' I bave 
blotted out, as a thick cloud, thy transgressions ;" but, 
lest the poor trembling penitent should doubt the possibi- 
lity of blotting out a thick cloud, it is added, " and, as a 
^fitjcloud, thy sins/' How sweet is such anassuranc« 



EVENING walk; ]3 

return unto me, for I have redeemed tbee." 
O, who will deny the election of an un- 
changing love ! When we consider by what 
apparently accidented circumstances, by 



from Hirn, who cannot lie, to a soul burthened and op. 
pressed with a sense of guilt ! 

In Order toascertaln the propriety of this alteration^ the 
author wrote to a gentleman well versed in Hebrew, htm- 
seif also ason of Abraham according tothefleeh, to consult 
him in reference to it. He entirely concurs in the emen« 
dation, and concludes bis criticism by observing : *' I con- 
ceive it needless to remark to you, that wherever you find 
the letter^ ^, prefixed to a word in the same verse^ and in 
lome cases evenin the foregoing> tt is always an additional 
to the formal." 

There is, however, a double inverse antithesis in thif 
passage, of which the writer is not aware that any notice 
has hitherto been taken ; in the union of transgression 
with the thicA cloud^ and of sin with the ihin cloud ; 
which Imparts an energy to the mercifdl declaration, that 
it is well worthy of grateful meditation. But this would 
notbe so apparent^ until the true signification of the terra 
in question was ascertained. 

Bishop Louth renders the word in question, "a vapour,*' 
without assigning the reasons of bis alteration. So iar, 
however, bis translation is in favour of our present hypo- 
«besis ; though; if the writer may presume to remark oi» 
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what circuitotts roate6> it pursues its *< eter« 
nal purpose," surely it becomes us to botr 
theheadin silent adoration; and^ while we 
wwder why it should be so, acinowledge. 
the humbling, though mysterious, truth — a 
tnith which gives " all glory to God," while 
itis calculated to produce ^'peace on eartb/' 
in cheering tbe desponding mind. If we 
iove him, is it not because he first loved 
US ? Is it not because bis eye pitied us, 
when there was none to deliver ? Is it not 
because, when he passed by us, andsaw us 
poUuted in our blood, he had compassion 
upon US, and Said unto us — ^*' Live?"* 

the productJon of so eminent a scholar, he would submit 
with deferenoe^ that by rendering japSI " a vapour," 
instead of *< a thin chud,*' the füll force of the original 
would scarcely seem to be preserved, as there app^rt 
to be some remote aflSnity between it, and SPD, which is 
universally acknowledged to signify, in the present in- 
stance, "a thick ctoud," The antithesis U much more 
»pparentand beautiful, if we mark it merely by the dif- 
ference of «yunct: " I will blot out, as a MiV?*cloud, 
thy transgressions, and, as a thin doud, thy sms." 
* Though n^thiDg is fiurther &om the design of the «Ur 
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As one of the two joung womeu, we were 
now going to yisit, was confiaed to her bed, 
ve thougbt it advisable tfaat my friend. 



tfaor tiian to send his little volume into the world^ as a con- 
tiovenialiity bis conseience would Dot permit him to pass 
over the remarkable ineident here alluded to, and which 
will be more fully elucidated in the sequel, without a cur- 
ftory Observation. Feeling, however, as he does, that both 
theDivine glory, and the peace of the redeemed, are inti- 
mately connected with the doctrines of grace, he considers 
himself happy in betng able to make a quotation f rom one 
of the late Mr. Scott's letters, which, as it appears to him, 
mostaptly illustrates the hidden, but Virtual, causes which 
have hitherto prevented, and which still prevent, the uni- 
versal reoeption of a truth, that would seem to be m 
clearly revealed. 

" In general," says Mr. S., ** the Lord's method is, l 
think, to bring down our wills into Submission — unre- 
served Submission ; and then to grant the thing longed 
for ; and the sweetness of unreserved Submission, after 
laany eonflicts with unbelief and rebellious w|ll, has bcen 
greater than almost any I ever feit in having the desirei 
of my heart granted me. This was the final result of my 
long'protracted rebellion against the doctrine of gratuitous 
election. I shall not forget the sweetness of saytng, for 
tubstanee, ^ Even so, Faiher ; for so it seemed good ii^ 
^ «igbt.* '' 
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only, asheravQwed Minister, should eee 

her ; and little did we imagine, at the mo« 

ment of onr Coming to a resoluüon sug* 

geäted hj prudence, tbat the finger of God 

was there, over-ruling it for the good of one 

with whom we were unacquainted even hj 

Barne. As we approached the cottage 

where they resided, agreeable to onr pre- 

yious determination, weseparated; my com- 

panion " went on his way," while I tumed 

aside into a cburch-yard, which seemed to 

invite me to repose. I entered it accord- 

ingly ; and, fatigued with my walk, threw 

roy " lisüess length" beside a grave which 

was shaded from the heat. 

" It was a spot fbr meditatkn firamed.'' 

Here rested, after the toils and trials, the 
joys and amiisements of lifo, the genera- 
tions of by-gone years. Here, many an 
aching head had found at last the ease, it 
liad so long sought in vain ; and here, many 
a heart, buoyant with anticipation, had 
ceased unwillingly to beat! As I looked 
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a^ound rae, I observed that several bad 
heen recently interred. That "bed of eanth" 
which lent me its support, appeared to hid« 
the remaius of one, wha for ages had beem 
numbered with the dead. The grass grew 
rank upon it, affording me no uorefreshing 
pillow, while the gentle inclination of the 
grave permitted me to enjoy the magnifi- 
cent prospect. The highest ranges of the 
Alps <* lifted their awful forms," and 
" sw^ed from the vales" before me. The 
San shone on them still warm, and with a 
dazzling splendour ; but they reared their 
heads as if callous to his beams.^ Snows, 
which had been accumulating, probably, 
from the day in which the first flake de- 
«cended on them, after the ark had rested 
on Ararat, and would increase to that in 
which "the earth and all that is therein shall 
be burnt up," presented an impenetrable 
barrier. In the distance, ho wever their 
immediate neighbourhood might chill, they 
were pleasing objects — grateful mementos 
pf Hirn '^ wbo laid the foundations of the 
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worM," and whoin, tbrongh the riches of 
abouading and nnmerited mercj» I was 
enabled to call " mj God." O sweet, bot 
huinbling ! humUing, but sweet, reflectionl 

** His are the mountshis, and the Valleys liis^ 
And the »spiendent rivers : his to enjoy 
WUh a propriety tiiat oone caii feel, 
But who, with filial coofidence inspir'd, 
Can lift to heaven an unpresumptuous eye. 
And smilmg say, * My Father made them all l* 
Are they not his by a pecttliar rigkt, 
And by bsl emphasis of inlerest his, 
Whose eye they fiU with tears of holy joy, 
Whose heart with praise, and whose ezalted mind 
Witii worthy thoaghts of that unwearied love, 
TkaC plaan'd, and built, and still üpholds a world> 
So cloth'd with beauty, for rebellious man ?'' 

Beside me stood a row of spreading yew- 
trees, whicb some kind band, long since 
moaldered into dust, had planted, to shed 
no baleful influence over tbe sleep of those 
they sbaded. They grew in rieh luxuri«- 
ance ; and often, on Üie Sabbath mom, had 
they lent their friendly covert to ** the pea- 
«ant waiting fbr the hour of prayer/' 
Withiü their encircling, and tatelary, 
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braadbes stood the ballowed edifice. It 
was evidenüy the work of years long since 
go&e fey. Here, aad there, the ivy was 
fseen twiniDg aroand it, as if it loved tbe 
place wfaere the Divine honour dwelt, and 
would gladly have screened it firom the 
beats of summer, and from the wintry 
winds. Its architecture, simple and un- 
assuming, was of tbe Gothic order. No me- 
retricious decorations — nocostly Ornaments 
-*-^o aeedless pomp<— bespoke it aught, 
bat wbat it was — a rural temple, dedi- 
cated to the service of the living God — 
of Hirn, wbo, though '^ the High and Lofty 
One that inhabitetb Eternity," yet conde-» 
scends to take up bis abode in tbe bumfole 
änd contrite beart. The scene is still fresh 
in my recollection, and memory fondiy 
returns to Tisit it. 

" Stand, holy Fane, like Truth, thy^eaTenly gnest, 

As ages roll along, unchanged and blest : 

Present an aspect, Bolemn and sublime ; 

Uft thy lonespire, andwake thy tunefnl cfaime ; 

While in thy courts, befitting vell the place, 

Dwells each grave air, and smüei each modest grace.'^ 
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" H«re," I Said within myself, ** has a 
Farel,^ a Calvin, a Beza, spoken in bis 



* Amldst the literary &me, and pre-eminent talents, 
of his great coa^jutors, the name of Farel is compara- 
tively unknown. Their inferior, perhaps, in leaming 
and abilities, he yet maintained a character for zeal and 
piety, whioh has seldom been exceeded. While engaged 
in the public exercises of devotion, it is related of him, 
tbat he seemed to be on the very precincts of heaven, and 

frequently imparted so much of his spirit to his auditory, 
thatthey were insensibly drawnnp thlther along with him. 

To Farel is due the honour^ speaking after the manher 
pf raen, of introducing the Reformation into Geüeva. As 
this circumstance, with some other passages of his life, 
appears to have escaped the Observation of the author of 
the " Evangelical Biography/' the reader will, posslbly, 
not be displeased to see them stated at length. 

Going one moming to market, where many from town 
and country were assembled, he mounted upon a fisher* 
man's stall, the only rostrum that was to be procured, and 
addressed the surrounding multitude. His ardour was 
great. Filled with his subject, he wamed, he exhorted, 
he besought, he pHtyed. He pointed out to them tbe 
errors, and dangerous tendency, of Popery, invited them 
to shake off it's trammcls, to lay aside the rudiments of the 
World, to.tum unto the God who made and redeemed 
ihem, and to walk worthy of a Christian vocation» 

Catching gradually a portion of bis spirit, his hearert 
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Saviour^s name! Witbin tbese sacfed walls, 
«natched by tbeir andaunted zeal from tber 

after a time took him on their Shoulders, and carried 
Mm to tbe churcfa of the Magdaieüi, which Stands in the 
bwer\quarter of the town, dedaring that be shouldh&ye 
ä chorch to preach in. The doora, -which had been shut 
by Order of the priests on the first intimation of the 
tumolt, were quickly broken open, and Farel ascended the* 
pulpit, there to declaim with gveater authority against the 
idolatries of Rome, and teach more explicitly the doc* 
trines of the Gross. 

From place to place, and with miwearied diligence, he 
eeased not to proclahn the welcome tidings, through per- 
secntions, imprlsonments, and deaths. No fatigue could 
oVercome, no menaces alarm, him. Inflamed with a holy 
zeal, and animated with love to the perishing soiüs of 
men, he was ready at every caH of humanity, üot " oount' 
hig his life dear unto himself, so that he might finish his 
conrse with joy." 

Yet, though so emiüently ns^ul, like his Master, be 
Iived and died in poverty— '^ poor, but making many 
tich.^' It is noted in tbe archives of Geneva, that he 
omce presented himself at the gates in a garb so deterio* 
rated from use, that the Council voted him a new suit of 
dothes, in order that he might not be a source of ridkule 
to the enemies of the Reformation. 

Befbre we leave this subject, it may not be Irrelevant 
to notiee a &ct, which is but litüe known. Indeed, the 
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vain superstitioBff of Popery, have tbey pro- 
claimed the glad tidings of sahration. Here 



mistakes relative to it, arising> m the first instance, fi?om 
malicious misrepreBentation, seem to have been handed 
down froxn age to age, without bemg ever accurately ^cru-- 
tinized afterwards^ and thus obtained a validity whioh they 
ill deserved. And here, the writer of this note must 
express his regret to be obliged to dififer from the anthor 
of the " Evangelical Biography." It is w^ known^ tihat 
Mr. Middleton visited Geneva for the purpose of procuring 
documenta» relative to the peculiar drcumstances oon- 
nected with the lives of the eminent individuals, whoae 
memoirs he 8ubse(][uently published ; but, at the same 
time, it does appear that several, which have been since 
l)rought to light, eluded his research, while others iv«re 
presented to him, which were either forgedor mutilated. 

In his Sketch of the life of Farel, Mr. M, makes na 
mention of his attending Servetus to the stake ; and not 
only this^but in the memoir of Calvin, it }& stated, that 
Farel was at Neufchatel, whenthat unhappy and deluded 
beiiig sufiered^and Calvin^s letter to him on thatoceasion 
is given at length. If this letter, in the hand-writing oC 
Calvin, really exists, it may perhaps fumish undeniable 
testimony against the arguments now to be adduced pn 
the contrary side ; and which, if substantiated, will not 
only add anothet to the many instances of FarePs piety 
and zeal, bat will tend materially to rescue thememory of 
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has maoy a soul beea melted by their en- 
treaües — many a bosom glowed with grati- 

Calvin from the obloquy, with whichtoo many have hitherto 
endeavoured to blacken it. 

About three years ago,. when the writer of this nott was 
<m the Gontinent, an attempt was made by the editor of a 
periodical publication in Zürich, a man of avowed Socinian 
principlesy anew to asperse and vilify the labours and 
cbaracter o£ the Genevan Refenner. He was answered 
by a genüeman in Bern, who was fully qualified botb by 
talents and erudition, and accuracy of research, to do 
justice to his subject ; and it is to bis volumey which the 
writer saw in M..S. iirst composed in German, and sub- 
sequently translated into French by himself, that he is 
indebted^ £>r the interesting information he has acquired 
relaüve to the conduct of Calvin> on the ever-to-be 
laihented oeeasien alluded to. 

First, Mr« de L. states, that he had httely met with a 
very old volume in the German language, in which Cal- 
via's deportment and dectrines were discussed. He then. 
adds the affinnation of the author, that he; had a book 
beside him in which was a copy of Calvin's letter to Farel, 
QU the night preceding the execution of Servetus. A 
translation of the letter is then given, in substance a» 
fpllows : 

** Dear Farel, — I have just retumed from the conndly« 
wher&I used all my influence to have the punishment of 
ServetoB commutedy but in valn. I am so much^ exhauBt* 
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tade to God and them — many a droöpinfg 
spirit been revived bj exhortation fromtheir 

efd, that it will be impossible for me to attend him either 
to-night or to-morrow. I commend the unhappy uulu, 
therefore, ta thy uBremitting care. 

"Thybiother, 

"Calvin." 

Tills letter was in Latin, which language, it is weif 
knowQ, the ieamed of that period generally used in 
wridng. 

If this be an authentic document, it Will go &r to 
exonerate him, from whose pen it came, from that 
reproach which the fate of Servetus will then have so 
unjustly cast upon him. In order to prove the fictitions 
nature of Calvin's letter to Farel, as given by Mr. Mid- 
dleton, on which much of the validity or invalidity of the 
foiegoing must rest, it is further alleged by Mr. de L. in 
his reply, that Farel not only attended Servetus to the 
stake, as we have already remarked, but that he actually 
passed the preceding night with him in his cell, which 
would have been utterly impossible had Farel been at 
Neufchatel, according to the address of the letter In qnes- 
tion, as Servetus was condettined on the twenty-«ixth of 
October, and suffered on the twenty-seventh. 

The conduct of Farel, supposing our present Statement 
oorrect, seems, on this melancholy occasion, to have been 
exemplary in the extreme. Hia first object was, to 
endeävoiir to prevail on Servetus torecall the sentiments 
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lips — and many a <* mourner in Zion looked 
up," and beheld their " redemption drawing 

h.ehad maintained^as the Blightest retractationwoold have 
been accepted by the oouncili who conceived the sucoess 
of the rising refonnation to be closely eonnected^ either 
with bis punishmenty or with a public disavowal of bis 
^rmer opinions, in case of a pardon being eztended to him ; 
and would gladly have embraced the lenient alteniative. 
This, however, he soon found it in vain to press ; and he 
then flew^ as bis only remaining refuge^ to the mercy-seat, 
there to intercede for him with anangry God. Nor did 
he desist firom supplicating on bis behalf> until the un- 
Jiappy being was enveloped in flames. 

In the accountof this transaction, as given by Mr. Mid- 
dleton^ no mention is made of any one having visited Ser- 
vetos after bis condemnation, except Calvin^ in Company 
with two of the niagistrates ; and that more as something 
casual, and at the request of the criminal, than as the 
godly counsellor of an ofiender under bis awfiil cir- 
cumstances. Whether the narratiye^ as we have related 
ity is more accordant with that deep spirit of piety> which, 
amidst some asperity of disposition, is universally ad- 
mitted to have been the rullng principle of this extraor. 
dinary man, than the other as bitherto received, it is not 
difficalt to determine. 

It may be added, as affirmed by Mr. de L., that so far 
was Calvin from bearing any personal ill-will to ServetU9> 
whom he at the same time opposed with all the energies 

C 
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Äigh !" And, within these consecrated pre-» 
cincts ^^ßleepsm Jesus/' many a saint turned 
by their instrumeBtality " from darkness to 
light, and from the power of Satan unto God !" 
O what a day of triumph will be the day of 
resurrection to the followers of the Lamb 5 
But, can tongue paint it's horrors to him, 
who shall not har« died ^* the deatfa of the 



of his powerful mind, as tbe enemy öf the tn\^, that he 
wrote to him at Lyons, afler his escape froni Vienne, con- 
juring him not to come to Oeneva, as otherwise a pros«^ 
cution woiüdbe unavoidable. 

Indeed, the writer of this note cannot prevail upon him- 
self to believ6, that among all the pious ministers wiio 
were af that period assembled in Geneva, none should 
have been found, who would pass the night with a pooF 
guilty sinner, doomed to appeär on the morrow in the 
presence of his Judge— none, to accompany him to the 
place ofexecution— none, tabow his knees fer him ata 
throne of grace — -none, who would whisper in his ear to 
the very latest moment — *^ Him that cometh to me I will 
innowise cast out"— to the very latest moment, notone, 
who would warn, intreat, and pray ! 

He expired, without testifying any signs of repentance, 
but, at the same time, unhappy being ! manifesting great 
dread of death. 



Tighteous !" O sinner, sinner, wilt thou not 
be wamed? Wilt thou run headlong oh 
everlasting perdition ? Will neither tears 
nor prayers check thy ruinous career ? If 
not— 

Üpon the noiselefls wing of time^ 

Away thy yean mmoüced steal ; 
Nor carest thou—thou shalt reach a clime> 

That to thy wonder shall reveal 
The value of that desecrated rest, 
Thou mustMe down In, at thy God's behest. 
Eest ?--D0 ; His but the Btillness of the tomb | 
A fearful, wide, impenetrable gloom, 
Wherein that form shall moulder ; such the sleep 
That no glad host^ no minist'ring angels keep f 

While I was occupied in meditations of 
this nature, a little girl came into the inclo- 
sure, and began to look with much eamest- 
ness äpparehtly for something she bad lost. 
I watched her in silence for a few minntes, 
and then in a familiär tone entered into con- 
versation : 

" Have you lost any thing^ my little 
girl?" Wittiout giving a dirept answ^r to 

c 3 
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mj questioD, and with her eyes still inteat 
OQ tbe groundy she replied ; 

" Have you found my halfpenny ?'' . 

" No ; have you lost one ?" 

« Yes." 

" Whendid you lose it?" 

" This evening, a little white ago." 

" How did that happen V 

" I was playing under the ttees, and 
when I went home I found my halfpenny 
gone ; and I 'm come back to look for it." 

" Why, that's a sad afPair to be sure ; but 
you need not be in great distress about it." 

" Oh, yes, I need, because I have only 
one or two more." 

" Well, well; but perhaps I could repair 
your loss." 

« Aye ?" 

" Could not I give you another instead of 
it?" 

« I don't know." 

" I think I could ; let us see." 

I here took out roy purse, and calling 
hör to me, put a few halfpence into her 
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hand. She tbanked me, curtsied, and then, 
retaming to the yew-tree, resumed her 
search for the one she had lost, which she 
seemed to regret as an old acquaintance; 
leaving me at liberty to consider her. My 
little companion appeared from her stature 
to be aböut five or six years old, perhäps 
between six and seven. Her conntenance 
was intelligent, and her lively blue eye told 
xne I was communing with one, whose un- 
derstanding was beyond her age. Withal, 
she was decently dressed. 

Having now, by my trifling gratuity, 
secured her attention and good will, I pro- 
ceeded : 

" Where do you live ?" 

"'Just by the church, over the littfe 
river:" stooping down and pointing, she 
added, " yonder, beside the trees." 

" Oh, that's your house, is it ?" 

"Yes." 
, " Are your father and mother alive ?" 

" My mother 's alive, but my father 's 
dead." 
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" Have you any brothers or sisters?" 

" I have one little sister." 

" How does your mother get her liveli- 
hood r 

^' She works, and has besides something; 
from the church^" 

" Oh, she lives pretty well, then ?" 

" Well enough." 

" Does she work all day ?" 

" Yes." 

" Does she never rest ?" 

<< Oh, to be sure, she rests. She rests 
m the eveiÜBg, and when we are at our 
meals, and at night when we go to bed." 

^^ And what does she do in the eveniug, 
when she has finished her work ? Does she 
read ?" 

« Yes," 

"What?— the Bible?" 

" Sometimes." 

" Only sometimes ?" 

^^ Ou a Sunday, and periiaps sometimes 
on a week-day, when she has time/' 

" How long has your father been dead ?" 
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** Two yeafs." 

** It is an awful thing to die, is it not ?*' 

« Yes." 

" Was your faÜier wHling to die ?" 

^^ I beUeve he would have wished to live 
a little longer." 

« Where is be gone, do yoti thiük ?" To 
Ibis question, whieh may äppear rather 
direct, she replied witbout besitation: 

« To God." (Vera le hon JPteu; sncb 
were ber wofd^ and sueb, i$ tbe Freneb 
idiom, wbicb does not permit our brevity 
in tbis expressiou. ) 

"^ Wby do yoü tbink tbött ?" 

" Because be was a good man," 

" Are yon sure be was g^ood ?" 

" O yes, quite sure." 

" Bat did you never reä;d in tbe Bible, 
tbat Jesus Cbrist said tbere Walt none good 
botGodr 

" I believe I did read tbat one morning." 

" Is your motber good ?" 

" My motber *s very good." 

^ Bat, do you remember^ my love, wtmt 



82 EVENIN6 WALK. 

Jesus Christ said; * Tbere is none good but 
oiie,thatis, God?'" 

Feeling this argument too forcible, mj 
little antagonist becäme rather indignant, as 
if I was determined to bring her mother ia 
guilty of high misdemeanors^ and hastilj 
rejoined, thatshe did not care for that ; that 
her mother, she was sure, was a very good 
woman. 

Not wishing, however, to quarret with so 
agreeable and intelligent a comi^nion, 1 
gave a tum tö the conversation : 

" Do you know who Jesus Christ is?" 
« The Son of God." (Fils de Dieu.J 
" The Son of God ; very well. But is 
he not God ?'* — My reason for this question 
will be evident to those who are aequainted 
with the melancholy departure, generally 
speaking, of the church of Geneva from the 
faith of her fathers.^ I do not particularly 



• On this subject the writer speaks from personal inquiry 
and Observation. Lamentable» deeply lamentable as it ib, 
U mustnot be denied; that the Church of Geneva is^fiUlea 
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irecollect the answer she returned ; but I 
tpok occasion from it to enter upon the 
Tital doetrines of tl^e Gospel. Nor will it 



indeed ! No ; kt it not be dissembled. It is in bitter- 
nes8 of soul these lines are penned ; but, surely, it is bet- 
ter not to throw a veii over the melancholy truth, that 
''^ prayer may be made without ceasing'' on her behalf. 
The ifriter has bimself heard the most fearful blaspbe- 
nues from the very lips of more than one of thoae who 
** hold the keys of knowledge'' in that interesting Re- 
public. No ; let it not be dissembled — the glory is well 
nigh departed from her temples ! 

O Calvin! Couldst thou act thy part again 
Among the mighty ofihe sonsof jnen, 
With what deep anguish would thy sainted ear 
Catch Üie rüde blasphemy that revels here ! 
O with what horror would thine eye survey 
The gloomSy that gather o'er thy cloudlcss way ! 
Thy sacred seats with other rites profan 'd, 
The altar levelPd, or its glories stain'd ; 
The cross derided as a solemn jest^ 
And Jesu's name unhallow'd and unblest ! 
^^jKo ; still repose thee on thy couch of peace, 
. Where all thy sufferings, all thy sorrows, cease ; 
jCalin be the bed where thou in rest art laid ! 
Sleep on; sleep sweetlyi dear dishonouiM sh^de ! 

C? 
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h& exp^xstei tfaat^ 6a Um subject^ the cbild 
•böald alwayg be übte to giYe a satisfactory 
feflfi when tbousiüidB^ wbo have i^t for 
jrears under the most experienced Ministers» 
bave been found so lamentablj deficient» 
even, if we mäy use a teöhnieal term, iit 
bead-knowledge on tbe great truths of sat^ 
Vatiom I now endeavoured, tßith aß mußh 
aimplicity as poaaiblej to sbow her the ü^ 
cessity of applying individualljr the blöOd 
of Christ— Christ as very God and very 

man — by a true and living faith, in order to 

I ■ ■ I — ii»— fc . I. ,. ■ I . I .1,1 

The meiaiiciioly seines bf ^rofiiiiatioii herö älliided to, 
which the authot iritoäsdedi aii4 which wtmig fiam hitt\ 
the expression, 

^^ tlie altar leveliedi ot itt ^<xr!«« stt^ed/^ 
forcibly recall fo his n^ind tfa^ ifi^fing circHiiü^taiMse re-. 
lated hf Joftephti8«--a cii^dumstance^ the t^ih <xf whi^ 
would seetQ to be sufficienüy attefiftöd. 

'< When the tei^ple/' says he^ " had böen pt^dilmed, and 
the abomination df deiBolatioti Lad stoöd ih the holy place, 
thcre were heard, at mtdnfght, Voices, siippös^ to be of 
the gitardian angeld, ctifing, fürcngh th6 d^ill^d and deeo- 
lated shrines: ^ KorddsiVi/fXiy hrtv9al^ ' lt4f¥wfttyt^/biir 
hTiyQsy !> f Let uö dbpt^t hence M < Ut v» depan 
l^ence !' 
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cur aeceptance witb our offencled Maker. 
Then, returning to her mother, I at^mpted 
to point out to her uader what circumstaiices 
sbe öould be eoasidered a gopd womaiH*-if 
her heart was reue w^d; if, iüstead of looking 
upon hei^self aä goody sbe feit hersetf to be a 
fbmer^ and mouro^d over her iniquUies, aet 
htiviag crueified her Saviour^ <' thd Lord 
öf glory,''— if, itt fitte, she « Uved by the 
foith öf the SoQ 6f God.'V 

During this part of our eoUoquy, the 
Utile girl aeemed to forget her halfpeany , 
and stood with her eyes fixed ou me, listen-» 
n^ attentively. -Whea I had concluded, 1 
ag^u ealied her to me, and^g^vingher some 
otber toketk of retuembrauce, said, in an 
affectioüate manner ; ^^ Now^ my dear 
child, I must leave ypu. Dp not forget 
What I have' told yo^ ; it is^ exeeedingly 
importänt If you rightly uj^dersta^ it, 
and believe with your little heart in »nce- 
rity on Jedn» Christ^ yofir soui will be saved 
in the dreadfu] day of judgment. Go home^ 
Row^ aud let jf o«r. Aoth^r know all we have 
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Advancing to mitbin a few yards of me, 
he lifted bis eyes and ^w me. ^< Poor Ma« 
tilda is dying ! Ah^ Sata», one sbul, if only 
0Ue^ is beyoad tbj )reach! PoötthiBg! I 
tball n^Ter i)ee thee more, üntU tbiU hbnr 
wb^i we shall apßeat t6getbefr at the bax of 
God ! Bot, I caü comjtnend tiiee Iviib ccmA* 
deaceio Him^ wfao *^ bore tfaysinsin bis bWn 
body on the tree !" Tboti wilt a^n be found 
ybete sin sfaall no more dldtnrb, ^' and ^)u 
rowing and sigbing sball flee away/' as my 
joy and erown of rejoicing. Farewell, fare- 
well, tili we meet in * tbe kii^dom pref»ared 
for US from the foundatibn of the wörtd V " 



inany an a&xIotiB look is tumed by thoeb, wlio dS^tt " the 
rising again" of the once renovhied>'c)n<^ ^^VY Gen^if^ .* 
o3e tkovL &ithful unto death.'« 



£1«P Of FART I, 
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PART II, 



•im- 



^* The voice of welcome, kind and new, 
Fell on her heart like balmy dew : 
It seemed to say, ' Poor wanderer ! come^ 
A Pat^er^s house in^tes thee home : 
Approacfa : his promised rest h sinreet s 
Cast down thy burthen at his feet.' '* 



We now tumed cur steps homeward. 
Our hearts were füll ; and we walked for 
a considerable timein silencc. At length, 
lis vre entered a lane, whose deep sbade, 
so much in i]tnison with our feelings, seemed 
to relleve us of, at least, a portioü of the 
weigfat tfaat oppressed us, and shut us out 
from tbe world, and almost from ourselves, 
I interrupted the meditations of my friend : 
^* Matildif^, I believej, is not a native of your 
olanton/' 

« No," be replied* With a sigh : " sbe 
Qomes from NeufchateL Poor Matilda^ !"^ 
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*^ Are you acquainted witb the particulars 
of her history ?^' I rejoined. ' 

" Yes," he said ; " and thereismuch in it, I 
think, which will interest and edify you. 
The narrative, indeed, will be mournfui; 
but, if I am not mistakeu, it will afford 
you pleasüre, though of a meliancholy 
kind. It jmay induce us, besides, to examine 
more minutely the way by which we have 
ourselves been led, while we trac6, in the 
sad story of that poor wanderer, the 
tender mercy and loDg-sufiering of our 
God. Multiplied as were her transgres- 
sion3, there was still an * eye over her for 
^ood ;' and she was preserv^d, untU finally 
made participant of the bopes and pro- 
mises of the Gospel, as one of that 
'remnanty which is according to the election 
of grace.' 

^* Matilda, as you are already aware, was 
born in another part of the Confederacy, 
and the child of parents who moved in 
the higher circles of society. Cradled 
onder the anxious watchfulness of a fond, 
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but too indulgent, mother, who was early 
left a widow,* she grew like a rose-bud, 
sheltered from every wind that blew. But, 
the tempest was too soou to break down 
the hedges that fenced her round about, 
and to beat with unpityingMoIence on her 
head ! 

" While she was yet in the days of her 
infancy and childhood, as she has frequently 
told me, when alluding to her sorrows and 
her , crimes, she thought herseif happy ; 
but it was only that frivolity of character, 
and want of reflection, which so many 
mistake for happiness." 

" Ah !" I replied, " there is sadness even in 
theit mirth. The brightness of the coun- 
tenance is, oftentimes, only like the suu- 
beam on the grave. Pleasure meets the 
eye ; but, beneath, all is darkness and 
death. There is a pang at the heart, which 
their hilarity would vainly attempt to hide." 

" It was thus," eontinued my companion, 
" with the unfortunate Matilda. She was 
without care, or at least she would haye 
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hoped soy because sbe would not permit 
berself serioufily t&tbink« ^'fTke end of all 
these thiags/ die endeavoured to conceal 
firom her eyes. But her day-dream of 
light-heartedcess was soon to be dissolved. 
Had sbe been still permitted to repose 
beneath it's shade, sbe migbt tili tbis bour 
^bave skpt tbe sleep of deatb.' O, xny 
brother ! bow mysterious are tbe ways of 
God!" 

" Mysterious tiulj l" IrepUed ; " but bow 
gracKHis' towards^ tbe ebildrea of bis love 
Wben be Visits . tbecn, tbey are indifferent 
to bis call. Tbey bear bis inyitaiion ; but 
it seems totiiem as ^a very lovely song of 
one tbat, batb a pleasant roice ;' for tbey 
bear k, but obey it not Tbey are anxious^ 
bot ii u^for tbe tbings tbat perisb — seeking 
bappuaesson eartb» wbere it never yet was 
fbund. Sucb is tbe awf ul departure of man 
from tbe God wbo made bim, tbat be bas 
no desire after wbat is pleasing in bis sigbt : 

*' Each feeHng centers ift a world df woe, 
^d Kv96 uninoxtel as it's hopes bdow." 
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** That Lord, however," my biead pro^ 
ceeded, *^ ^ wbose compassions üedl not,' did 
aot allow her years to hold thus tbeir evea 
tenour . B iit, if the stream was interrupted, 
and tbe rocks over wbich its knpetuous 
waters were impelled, were terrific and 
dmatcyiagf it was only that tbeir current 
jQftifht afterwards glide on without an 
lUiTttffled wavei ui^l they lost themselves 
vß, the peaceful ocean of eternity. How 
sweet it is to know the Lord ! Matilda can 
Bow say, ^ It is good fot me that I have 
teen afElicted !' 

^* She had nearly completed her twentieth 
jear, whea the acqnaiatanc^ c^mmeneed, 
which proved to her so fruitful a sourde of 
soirrow. She had been invited to a ball at 

MoBsieur de ^'s, aod she Went, little 

sttspectiiig, that she was destiiied to leave 
>that scene of feslivity with an arre;^ in her 
bosom, or ratber, I might say, with a 
dagger in her beart. Among the Company 
Was a nobleman, an officer in tbe Imperial 
Guards. He was youog and handsom^« 
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poured it's crimson beams into her Chamber^ 
as if williDg to sootbe her troubled i^irits. 
She iheu hastily andressed, and again 
throwing berself on the bed, sank into a 
distarbed slumber. Ö how often, the tears 
Streaming along her eheeks, has she spoken 
to me of tbat distressing night! But, if she 
slumbered, ijb was only to meet Emestus— 
bne while, reiiewdng the danoe with him— 
again, listening tp bis sallies — ^now, hauging 
onhis smile. If she äwoke, itwas still to 
be with bim, leäning on bis arm, and 
imbibing tbe insinuating poison tbat fasci- 
nated her heart. 

" Towards noon she arose, and joined 
her mother. But, the smile of ebeerfulness, 
with which she was wont to greet her 
affectionateparent, badranished — and, alas ! 
for ever. No more tbat bighly-wrought 
description of tbe gaiety she bad partaken, 
and tbe pleasure she bad enjöyed. No 
longer her eye sparkled with the bright, but 
visionary, perspective of futurity — all was 
sadness and gloom. Dejfection seemed to 
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be preying upon her mind ; and if her 
mother v^atured an inquiry, it was only 
to receive an answer, little befitting the 
duties she owed to so kind a friend, and 
still less in accordance with the precept, to 
bonour the autbor of her being. 

" The day was fine. It was that season 
wbich is more attractive, perhaps, among 
the Valleys of Switzerland, than in any 
other climate of Europe-^the bqginning of 
May. The sun was shining with a genial 
warmth-^the ttees were already clothed 
with a verdant mantle — ^the birds were 
singing among their branches — and the 
lake extended in far, and waveless, expan« 
sion before the eye of Matilda. She threw 
Hp the Window, and sat downto gaze on 
the enchanting seene. Bat, alas! it had 
lost if s charms. It's sweet serenity only 
served, by its contrast, to increase her 
mental pertarbation. She took up a book 
that lay beside her. It was a volome 
*^f sonnets, which had just been brought 
frem the library, wbose amatory dcsorip- 
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tions were little calculated to quell the fire^ 
that was already kindling in her bosom. 
It spoke of illicit pleasures as the end of 
OxisteDce, still heightening in voluptuous- 
ness of delineation — and I mention the 
circumstance, to point out the dangerous 
tendency of these seductive publications — 
until, as their unhappy victim expressed 
herseif, Satan seemed to be moving through 
her heart, winding it's affections as he 
would." 

" Ah l" Said I, interrupting my friend in 
bis narrative, ^^ we may anticipate the issue. 
Once give the tempter an advantage by 
permitting the Imagination to dwell on 
forbidden gratifications, and he will soon 
find opportunity to open the door to actual 
transgression. Unless we exercise humility 
and watchfulness, united with fervent 
supplication for Divine assistance, we have 
no reason to expect any interposition on 
our behalf. * What I say unto you, I say 
unto aU, Watch. Watch, and pray, that 
ye enter not into temptation/ was the 
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tv'arning of Hirn who * kaew what was in 
man.' 

* O teach me in tby paths to go ; 

My shield and buckler be : 
Fear to o£fend, my God ! hestow, 

And knit my heart to thee !' 

" Yei^," replied my companion, " and her 
fall is near. She continüed to read, until 
in idea she had oVerthrown the last bul-> 
wark of virtue. All dread of conse<* 
quences was discarded. The awful 
sanctions of the violated law of a just and 
holy God --« the fearful retributions bt 
etemity— all sank in her estimation, in 
comparison of the transient, and seif* 
corroding, 'pleasures of sin.* How ttue it 
is, that ^ they are but for a season !' 

'' At this moment, Emestus, Walking arm 
in arm with an intimate acquaintance of 
Matilda's, who had offered to introduce 
bim atthe cottage of C, the residence of 
her family, approached the window. He 
bowed as he drew near, and Matilda 

D 
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r^etufaed his ealutation. He stopped to 
speak to her. Her cheek glowed deeper 
and deeper; and Ernestus was too well 
skilled in tfae art of seduction, not to be 
able to distinguish the blush of timidity or 
modest affeetioti, from the crimson of those 
feellngs which are on the threshold of 
crime« It would iappear, that from that 
instant he formedfais diabolical purpose, 
aüd immed&itely coaunenced the proseca- 
tion of it, withassored prospeets of success. 
^* They bad not long «onv^rsed togetfaer, 
when the unhappy girl asfced him if he 
would ik^ walk in, requesting h^ friend 
at the «Mtme time, to show him the way. 
From 4hts period, so adroitly did he follow 
up bis ftdvantagte, his intimacy at the 
cottage daily tner^eased, and but a short 
iatmrval bad ela^^sed when he beoame 
alomst an ittoiate in the iSamily. Doubtless, 
Matildab motber was mach to blame; 
thou^ there were many circnmstances 
which eombined to loU her fears asleep. 
Emesttts, as y^t, madc faonourable pro- 
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fessioBs ; 9>ui if be was superior in ranli 
to her daisigbt^» abe feit tbat her ow& 
lineage was hy no meaiut such as could 
form any real groimd of objection to a 
unioQ betwefsn him and her daughter. 
She had baard, also, tfarough various 
cbaimels, which Ernestus had taken care 
to supply with all necessarj iatelligence^ 
80 as tbat tbej might most effiectually, 
thougb WAiDtentionally, abet bis nefarious 
designsy tbat be was tend^rly attacbed to 
Matilda, and boped soon to lead her to 
the altar. 

^^ In thifi way matterg had proceeded for 
nearly two months, when Ernestus one 
evening proposed a walk. The day had 
been sultrjr ; bat the beat of the atmosphere 
was now attempeved foj a gentle breeze 
from the water^ Though the sün had set, 
be had gone down amidet a thick array of 
douds wfaich had receiv^ bis departing 
gtories, and ßtül retained Uie deep tinge ef 
rermilion wlth which bis last smile had 
imbiied tbern^ as he sank behind the hilf. 
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The Site of the house, and of tbe grounds 
about it^ was also exceedingly beautifül, 
and well adapted to inspire and cherish 
otber tbougbts and emotions, than tbose 
which harboured in the bosom of Emestus. 

*^Upon the banks of the lake, where the 
receding of the land forms a kind of 
small baj, the mansion, once the abode 
pf Matilda, stood. It was built upon au 
eminence, and com^anded a distant view 
of the circumjacent countrj and water. 
Embosomed in trees that shut it oat, as it 
were, from the noisy World, you wonld 
have supposed it a place where piety might 
dwell, andfeed herseif, without Interruption 
from the busy cares of men, with that 
food which endnreth to life etemaL'' 

*^ You have visited the spot, probably, 
from your accurate description of it," I 
Said to my companion. 

" Yes," he replied ; " but it is now mucb 
altered, unless subsequently put in order. 
Poor Matilda, who bas a poetic turn 
of mind, has occasionally described it*s 
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former beauties to me, thoagh in more 
glowing colours, nearly as I bave related. 
She gave me, indeed, one evening a copy 
of verses — ^ a reminiscence of other days,' 
-^which bave considerable merit, and 
which I sball show you when we reach 
bome."^ Tbose scenes appear to bave left 
a rivid Impression upon ber beart; and 
well tbey migbt, for even in decay they 
were lovely. But to proceed with my 
melancboly narrative. 

^^ Between tbe house and the lake 
was a sbrubbery, interspersed witb tall 
and spreading trees. Tbrougb this winded 
a patb, conducting to an arbour, situated 
by tbe water-side, and ^so constructed as 
to permit a distant view of tbose wbo 
approacbed. Tbis was tbe fatal spot. 
Here it was tbat poor Matilda was 
prevaiied upon to part witb a gem wbicb, 
once gone, is irretrievably lost; for, 



* For the gratification of the reader> a translation of 
tbese lines is subjoined. 
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tbottgh dlTJae graoe may restore tbe 
Wanderer, th(% clond tbat haugs ovei^ 
dishonoiired diasttty caa never be dü^ 
persedy tili the contaminated casket retursis 
in cori'trptioD, and loses there it's being 
and it's stains. 

'* Tbe möon tbat night, she told me, was 
at the füll; and even to tbis boür, when 
she looks at tbat peaoeful Idminary, 
Walking ib brightn^ss through beaven, 
her eyes overflow at the sad recollections 
tbat rec^nr. It shone wtfhout a cloud 
upon tbat scene of remorseless villainy 
and bortor. Ernestus was seated in the 
Window: sbe was beside bim on a 
garden ebair« He pleaded in tbe most 
inlpassiodtd language-^vowed inviolable 
attacbm^iltt, and disseinbled a passion, 
which h^ did not^ and which bis de- 
praved heart cotUd not^ feeL ^ Matilda 
listened"— 

" Listened!" I exclaimed with agitation, 
as if forgetting at the instant tbat I already 
knew tbe worst — " then she is lost ! 
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^<*0h! foramomeiit'B pause totbink-* 
To breathe— 40 gasp— K>n ruin's brink ! ' " 

** Motilda Ustened — believe<J — '^ 

*' ' Wild oh her throbbing bosom, as the knell 
Of peace and hope, bis last fehe accents feil.' 

" Belieyed^and was undone P' 

'* Not undone, my friend,*' I said, while 
he rested on the word, and lifted bis eyes, 
as if in prayer— " not undone!'^ 

" You are right," he replied : ** she was 
the victim of seduction» but, through the 
infinite mercy of our Qod, was not eter'* 
naily undone. 

*^ For a few weeks he became increas- 
ingly assiduons in bis Visits, wbile the mo- 
ther of the unfortunate gilrl, still unaware 
that her garment of divers oolours was 
rent,* fondly flaltered herseif that she 
would soon See her anited to bim she loved. 
In process of time, however, he began to 



• St Sam. 3dU. 18, 19. 
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absent himself : bis Visits gradually became 

less and less frequent, and the shame of 

Matilda could now no longer be con- 

cealed. At tbis period, Ernestus was 

ordered to join bis regiment, and be 

consented, moved by ber intreaties, to 

take ber under bis protection. But tbe 

flower was rifled— it's loveliness was faded 

— possession bad bereft it of it's value 

in bis sigbt — and be, ere long, tbrew it 

away !" 

" As was to be expected," I remarked ; 
^^ sucb is almost always tbe termination of 
an illicit connexion. Tbe unbappy vic- 
tims of artifice woefuUy deceive tbem- 
selves in the bope, tbat after tbey bave 
parted witb tbe cbastity a busband would 
most esteem, tbey bave tben a better pros- 
pect of attaining tbe Situation tbey desire, 
tbat of a beloved and respected wife. O 
bow soon, and bow bitterly tbe deluslon 
vanisbes, leaving tbem in all tbe anguish 
of bligbted anticipation, or witb, wbat is 
yetmoredeplorable, a conscience searedand 
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callous to every call of duty— to every 
hope in life, and eveiy fear in death." 
" It was now," resumed my -companion, 
'^ that poor Matilda began to feel all the 
horrors of her Situation. The slender 
Store of money she bad taken with her 
from home, even when added to that 
which her base betrayer remitted her, with 
bis last cold farewell letter, could not 
long inaintain her, with the additional 
burthen of the habe to which she soon 
expected to give birth. O what must she 
not have suffered in that hourof distress! 
Ät the end of a few weeks, being unable 
to pay her lodging, the greatest part of her 
little all having been stolen from her by 
one of the profligate creatures, with whom 
she had associated herseif when aban- 
doned by her seducer, she was driven, 
just on the eve of her confinement, into 
the street; and that very night, in some 
wretched hovel, where, shiveri^ig and 
famished, she had sought shelter from the 
wind and rain, her unfortunate Infant was 

J)5 




68 SVENtNO WALK. 

brought into a world of sorrow. * Born 
to troüble/ and, in a double sense, ^ con- 
ceived in sin/ it was doomed to drink it's 
little cup in bittamess, and tofeel, during 
it'^ brief s{>an, that it was a descendant 
of bim, whose trausgression bas entailed 
so awful a curse OB bis posterity . ^^ 

** Howstriking anargument/' I observ^, 

" that we are * by natare children of 

wrath/ Poor babe! what had it done 

that it should thus be a sufferer ? But, by 

one man din entdred into the world, and 

deaih by sin ; and so death passed upon all 

men, ibr tiiat all,^--«all thechildren of Adam 

in bim *-*■* bave slnned'. Thus, * througb 

the offence of one, many are dead, for the 

judgment was by one to condemnation ; 

and by one man's disobedience, many 

are made sinners/ Mysterious truth! 

But, ever blessed be God! he has not 

left US* thus to perish without resource. 

If «by one man's offence death reigned 



• 'Ef'£*ivnf »)jiAa^6v,--Roitt. v. 12, 
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hj 0D6; mach more thejr which receive 
abandance of grace, and of the ^ift of 
righteousness, shall reign in Ute by one, 
Jesus Cbrist'.-^But I have interrupted 
the tbread of your story/' 

" Matilda, however," my friend con- 
tinued, " in the midst of all her wretched- 
ness^ had still some sense of decency 
remaimo^, »She loatbed the thought, and 
well pooT thing! she might, of becoming a 
common outcast among men. She there- 
fore, and in this respect gladly, as an escape 
from a greater evil (though in the sight of 
God, doubtless, the crime was not extenu- 
ated) accepted the offers of a captain in 
the Russian Service, who was on bis parole 
in Paris, as a prisoner of war at the 
time. After some months, however, he 
wasdetected in an attempt to escape; and it 
being proved that Matilda was to have 
aided bim, they were botb thrown into a 
dungeon, where the unfortunate Russian, 
as it was alleged, from poisoa soon after 
breathed bis last. 
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' '* Here the brutal keepers permitted the 
corpse to lie» until it became putrid, 
totally unmoved by the prayers and tears 
of the unfortunate Matilda, who begged 
them at least to let her expire in some 
other place. But want and sufFering, 
combined with the effluvia from the 
body, soon brought on a fever, and she 
was carried out, with her infant still hang- 
ing on her parched breast, to die. There 
she lay, and would certainly have perished 
ere the morning sun rose on her, and 
gone, with all her sins unpardoned on her 
head, to judgment, had there not been an 
eye to pity ber ! Going down to the grave 
she did indeed appear to be, and the 
jaws of hell seemed waiting to consign 
her to endless torment ; but the stroke 
was stayed in mercy. 

" It happened, or rather, 1 should say, it 
was most providentially ordered, that a sol- 
dier, a good Samaritan, passed that way. 
He saw Matilda and her child, and ap- 
proaching, examined them, in order to as- 
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certaiu if there were any signs of life. 
Finding that the vital spark was not yet ex- 
tincty he procured assistance, aud bad tbem 
conveyed to bis own house. Through bis 
care, and tbat of bia wife and children, 
she and her infant gradually recovered 
and, after a month or six weeks, were 
again obliged to go ou the wide worid, 
their kind protector being no longer able 
to afford tbem sbelter, having already a 
numerous family of bis own, Agreeably to 
his advice, Matilda determined to revisit the 
place of her nativity, and to implore an 
asylum from any of her kindred who migbt 
be still living in the neighbourbood. 
Wbether there were any or not, she was 
doubtful ; and indeed it has since appeared, 
tbat, after her misconduct, they bad re- 
moved to anotber part of the Confederacy, 
her mother having died in the meantime, 
as it was said, of a broken beart. Her only 
brotber, who bad inberited wbat fortune 
belonged to the family, was then serving 
with Buonaparte in his Russian campaign, 
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from which he never returned, haviog 
fallen, with many a brave man who 
merited a better fate, a victim to the mad 
ambition of the usurper. Thus, in the 
simple but beautiful similitude of the 
inspired penman, was poor Matilda ^ as 
a bird tbat wandereth from her nest.' She 
had left the home of her father — and now, 
once again, was she going to seek pro- 
tection» if it were haply to be found, 
amongst those from whom she had so 
causelessly withdrawn. The Lord, how- 
ever, had other things in reserve for her 
— even ' the everlasting covenant — the sure 
mercies of David.' 

" As soon, therefore, as her strength 
was sufficiently recruited to undertake the 
journey, she quitted Paris, and slowly 
proceeded towards home. The distress 
she endured by the way was almost 
more than human nature could bear; and 
she has frequently expressed to me her 
astonishment that she did not either put a 
period to her sufferings by suicide, or die 
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from hunger, and cold, and fatigue. ' But,' 
Said she, her eye glistenlng through her tears, 
* my Lord sent bis angel to guide me to this 
haven of peace. Here have I been fed in 
green pastures, and bave drunk of the 
still waters beside which he leads his 
flock. ly even I, the vilest of the viie, am 
gathered with his arms, and carried in his 
bosom. Though my flesh and my heart 
are failing, he will restore me hereafter to 
the vigour and beauty of immortal youth, 
and I sball dwell in his presence for 
evermore!' 

" Often lying out, without aught to 
Cover her from the inclemency of a 
wiuter-sky ; worn down by faraine and 
with nothing to satisfy the cravings of 
nature, bat the cress she gathered from 
the brooks : without a shoe to her bleeding 
feet; and with an infant on her breast, 
already beginning to pine away"— such 
was the brief narrative she gave me of 
her journey to Chalons sur Sa6ne. This 
was not the direct route to Neufchatel, but 
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sbe preferred it, as affording a prospect, 
wbich in the event was in some degree 
reali£ed, of travelling by water. From 
Chalons sbe was permitted, thcougb the 
kindness of tbe proprietor^ to descend 
to Lyons in tbe cöche cPeau^^ free of 
expense ; and baving received a few 
francs from a lady wbo was on board, 
sbe lost no time in setting out for Geneva, 
wbence sbe intended to continue her 
route to her native place. 

" A trial of another description was now 
to be her lot. Sbe bad attained the 
height from wbence our lake first becomes 
visible, as you approach tbe canton from 
'France : bere sbe sat down and wept. 
Tbe landscape before her reminded her 
of earlier and happier days: it recalled 
to her recollection tbe scenes of her 
nativity, and tbose waters whose borders 
had witnessed tbe beginning of her 



• The * c6che d'eau' h a species of canal-boat, but 
generally of stronger make. 
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erimes and afflictions. That deed of 
darkness; with its accompanying emotions, 
ai;id all its attendant horrors^ repassed in 
hurried succession througb her mind. At 
length, unable to restrain herseif, she biirst 
into tears again and again, cursing, in the 
bittemess of an unrenewed beart, thß hour 
she was brought fortb in, and the monster 
who had filled to the brim her cup of 
woe." 

" How much," I remarked, " does the 
whole colour of our lives seem to be 
dependant on the occurrences of a mo- 
ment! Had she never erred, she would, 
probably> have remained the gay votary 
of fashion and dissipation. But all is 
superintended, no doubt, and overruled 
for good to the Vessels of mercy ; yet it has 
often forcibly Struck me, how much a 
grain in the balance appears to influence 
not only our temporal, but our eternal 
State. Under such circumstances, how 
sweet is the injunction, * Gast all your 
care on him.' Had Matilda known at 
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that period, wheu her sorrows, to a human 
eye, had reached their consummatioQ, 
*the weight of glory which they were 
eventually to work for her,' how would 
her * mouth have been fiUed with laughter, 
and her tongue with singing!' But the 
thick darkness of sin and ignorance was 
still before her eyes, and she could only 
discern enough to render the glooios that 
enveloped her, more fearful and dismay« 
iög. 

'* Tbere is something peculiarly affecting 
in the review of her emotions at this 
season» The feelings, which had beeu 
stupified by a long course of vice and 
misery, seemed to be roused from their 
torpor to the reminiscences of youtb, and 
of, at least, comparativc innooence and 
happinesß. I have somewhere met with 
a passage, which, if I am not mistaken, 
delineates, with considerable accuracy, the 
sensations which we may suppose to have 
rolled through her heart on that oeca- 
sion: 
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* Departed hours! aM Memory fo&dly pores 

Along your page with retrospective ken, 
And wanders back midst childhood's happy hours, 

Par from the more observant eye of men— 
It seems to woo you from a death-like sleep, 

Where, shrouded in the sepulchre of years, 
Oblivion pillows you^Oh ! I vould steep 

In Lethean draught, methinks> an age of tears, 
And be the happy being that I was^ 

As careless and as innocent— but, oh! 
It wisely is forbidden man to pause 

Amidst this earthly pilgrimage of woe-— 
Hejoumeys on:— yet, through Hopes*s fadingh'ght, 

Lifb's eftrlier pkasares rise more fair and bright/ 



^^ These lines, I think, are pretty, aad 
mournfully affecting ; but thej are mani- 
festly erroueou« ia the sentiments they 
inculcate. Here, as always, where the 
Wisdom from on high — the spirit of the 
gospel, does not guide the pen, we find the 
emotions of regret in after-life, when the 
soul has sickened in the still-delusive 
endeavour to erect a solid and lasting 
fabric of happiness on earth, blended with 
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the idea that infancy and childhood were 
innocent and free from care. 

" Now, if I may express an opinion on 
tfais subject^ the view here taken of it is 
as false and dangerous, as it is illusory. 
In the first place, if we are to consider 
the infant really happter than those who 
have attained maturity of years and under- 
standing, let the argument have it's füll 
force, and be carried to the extent to 
which it may, without logical deviation, 
be pushed, and you will make man^ the 
rational being, less happy than the brutes 
that perish; for thus it will stand: the 
man is less happy than the childj because he 
has more capability of knowing his true 
Situation, a more matured understanding, 
deeper capacity for reflection, more acute 
feelings, 6^0. \ but the childj little as it 
possesses of these faculties, has yet more 
than the brute^ which has nelther feelings 
nor reflection, consequently, if the child, 
for the reason stated, be happier than the 
man, the brüte, for the same reason, will 



BVBNIN6 WALK. 69 

be happier than the child / and we shall 
be left with a demonstration äfortiori^ that 
the beast of the field is happier than he who 
was created in the likeness and image of 
God. But the fact is otherwise. Let any 
intelligent observer of children give jou 
his opinion, and you will hear the con- 
fession, that the breast of a child is, though 
thej may perhaps be more immature, as 
mach the seat of all those evil passions, 
which sin has introduced into the world, 
and which lie at the root of true happi- 
ness, like the worm at the root of Jonah's 
gourd, gnawing and withering its vitals, 
as the bosom of one of riper years. But 
without reflectionf of which the child is 
almost incapable, thöre can be no sab* 
stutial happmess; nor can there be any 
happiness but that which rests on the 
foundation of the Rock of Ages^ which 
can alone sustain its weight. On this, 
Faith may lean, and build, and build, until 
the beauteous superstructure towers beyond 
the narrow and troubled limits of time. 



4 
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and enters tbe unclouded regions of 
immortality: until, ascending from eartii, 
and» passing by the stars of God» she views 
herseif tbe partner of tbe. throne of Hün, 
who liveth fbr ever and ever# — of Hirn 
who, having loved her with an everiasting 
love, gave Himself for her as iEi Lamh 
withoat blemisb and witfaout spot, that he 
inight redeem her from the power of the 
grave, exalt her to the presence of his 
glorj, and satisfy her with the river of bis 
pleasures — with joys for evermore ! 

^* It is the Christian^ then, and the 
Christian (mly^ that is bappy. If, like 
the Baptist, the infant be filled with the 
Holy Ghost, it will be happy^ and happier 
as itsfaculties develope, advaneiog Crom 
infancy io childbood — from childhood to 
maturity-^from maturity to hoar hairs» 
blessed and a blessing in it's day and 
generation; increasing in age and wis- 
dorn, and in £avour with God and man. 



• Rev. üi. 21. 
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But, wiihout that ^ grace, wbich bringeth 
salvation,' it is not tbe unthinkingnesa of 
cbildbood, mucb less its innocencef tbat 
will render it bappy; and even were life 
protraeted to tbe extremity of years, if tbe 
heart be still a stranger to tbe voice of 
beavenly love, I need not say bow 
wretcbedy bow miserable, is tbe friend 
of tbe World, tbougb surrounded witb 
all tbe bonours and afflaence tbe master be 
aerves can bestow!" 

" True," Said my companion. " Tbe 
mistakes on tbis subject are frequent, and 
not less frequent tban dangerous. Tbey 
arise, evidently, from an unacquaintance 
witb tbat awful truth ; * We are by nature 
children of wratb' — * dead in trespasses 
and sins.' Uutil tbis is once received in 
tbe soul, and bumbly tbougb cordially 
acquiesced in> every tbing connected witb 
oar yiews of religion, and tbe means of 
escaping from tbat anger wbich weigbs 
lipon US, I would almost say, as tbe 
dreadful privilege of beiog bom of woman, 
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must wear a shade of that darkness cott- 
sequent on our descent from the first Irans- 
gressor.— But io conclude the story of our 
poor wanderer's sufferings. 

*< While sbe sat gazing, as I have related, 
on the blue waters of our lake, her eyes 
filled fast with tears, which, as they feil, 
bedewed the face of her Infant. The 
habe, at this interesting moment, was 
sleeping upon her lap ; but awoke, as she 
conjectured, by the frequent falling of her 
tears, it looked up at her, and smiled. 
* Poor babe,' she said to it, * what hast 
thou not endured through thy mother's 
crimes! But, O call not för imprecations 
on her guilty head! Sweet Infant, thou 
hast been some consolation to me amidst 
all my sorrows, and art now the only tie 
that holds me to a miserable existence. 
My poor habe! Do not, O do not curse 
the wretched author of thy woes!' — At 
this instant, while she was fixedly gazing 
at it, it changed colour, and shivered as 
from cold. She pressed it to her bosom ; 
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bui, aläs! there was no vital warmth 
there. She theD placed it on her lap 
again, and watched it's altering features, 
where famine'was depicted, and.sickness 
and suffering. Again it shivered — smiled 
cigain, as if to express its fotgiveness ; and 
with a little sigh, ad in pity of it's unhappy 
parent, expired. 

^^ Strange as it maj seem, tfais was a 
shock to the nerves of Matilda, con- 
versant as she had be^i with distress^ 
whiioh completely overpowered her, and 
for a season almost bereft her of reason. 
She shrieked — she wept — she laughed» She 
tore her hair, which she' had still preserved> 
and which was now hanging dishevelled 
about her Shoulders — she beat her breast 
—she kissed her babe-^shouted to awake 
it--and wondered it would not revive* 
Again she placed it on that bosom where 
it had so often fed, and wept because 
it would not feceive the nourishment she 
could no longer have supplied.' She 
then wrapped it ap in her tattered cloak, 

E 
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Qdx;ot«r«di)it'£k lifeicaiiiSTisage^f^ift&d gpaacd 
. cmiM' witbputas^se^orvHiotii«.« 

io^' 4taKr-i^iritiQEyttoii;t is^: uncerteiK>i*^perhqpf 

j8i!9<^p6or ^tfäntfgte ibdseliiii^^butHtowmds 
mid-dajy a waggoner with Iffißteam^^^nsBed 
hjn M«tilda^3r|) idKMildjilnpre» vemttrked, 
faad> retired^i^littli^^froflBr'die rMkd-«ide^ to a 
^ot'^mrhiehTvsbe ^^tlioagfit «ore;^ s^afaidted 
fimn /ijteeirtfttmw^^andyfaM^it^Bot: been 
oiNW^mlikl ibf ^feHi'^oeipMiiI i Pro^idenoe, 
ftcre.*>^i» v>mo MiaimtriirebsbHi^^ thjert 
fier^ll«tnmti^wollM'Ji:evllivi^JmyBJ• beeilt disw 
totieredviasvibeifplItcv'iB peeulimriy/ wild 
tsai-'^remy^^^^It wdsHSK»''XirdMied,'i'liowevei^ 
tbat.voneiof Mrrh9i»Q8»wiMh UikeUt iil-Gtk 
tbeimmv^tot tbemotmtaiii't'tflieve Matilda 
fattdi firslT) «toppedi^j and äs itwi» «öable^ to 
inroceed iwräier^dt. af^Äaredi adriseäMe to 
bha tadookifoTBOBfäi sh€ähbMtd;Bpddt.'wbend 
h^taightimveiij fuatil rtmedies could be 
p^ooureiil»'. . Tbe ^iflaoer to • ; v^bicb^ 1^ wa$ 
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direobfidlf waai :tbat r 'Whiete nMfittilda > sat. 
Tfce i>v«iggpodBer^ a kindolieartod> S^wm* 
startediwliea b&isawJ»er; aod« aotüa^te^ ]i>7 
a portiQit:of tfaatridle supeirstiüon nh^ 
fitUl tiBhabiiSvOuc* motimtaiBfi^ a^d conoeitijng. 
ben^o.jbe« s|pupit;^>e7ied.:Qu(^for.fear. Hi^ 
Bhs£ak('arQiifedxiMlktiUi{u ,$lve.iüfted^Thw 
eye^L/Siali.vet:wit]i};te8r9,:llod mlugi,.^^ 
going:) iqi:t03hiiB; wiiile.he «tcHl^d iDQtiosIels 
witbitetrot^jsaid ;.«. 

«< f I-«f9a»a!BU>ther^alld thw >ira$ <nqc^ jeqj. 
dioMi bnt it i« now d^d«, Will : yo^ M^ 
it» : aad «atop^bi it witb iCbri^tiftA rj t^ ^ I 
wüL wait Ji£«a tiUL ^.oUi com« .^f^ #pd ,t^ 
n^ jtäatcyou hayeiglTiHi iijat^dmißi^t&^y^ß- 

reco7i^iLbiinsel£ a^lüüe». / ^ Ixaniu>ti teti.ypu 
feattiau hirfe^i.,Yo\i wiU. pedtfl» 09 tbese 
oofaLbzOsv^md youdocdLiU^ äadii^cbapsare 
kaogsir«/ Come lüiongtvivftQk me« .. My wife 
livöB^iii flkeiimrt iViUltge$ iJOdo TireL wiU giir« 
you, :»toslt«o,wn4U^ithii;,,$to«iii>«.wbiojb is 
gutii^ftiei^ (9^^ rihe 4ufa, fj^p^s pA^^. Y^u 
sbfiH ;tbm «Qi j»,p^M€i*' ; j 

E 2 i 
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^' ^ No/ Said Matilda, ^ I am not unaccu^-« 
tomed either to wind or rain, and ihi& 
poor Infant has borne with me manj a 
Piercing blast ; but it bäs fallen into a sleep 
so deep, thatj'metbinks, it will wake no 
more.' Here she stopped, and wept, while 
the sympathiziog peasant mingled bis tears 
with ber's. After a littie, sbe continued— • 
* I will stay bere. I am unworthy of the 
cbarities of humanity— far too unworthy to 
enter under your rööf. -Take my habe 
with yoü : I can' play« with it no more. 
It was once a comfort tö me, but it has 
goiiö to rest, and will neveir awake — never 
smile on me again. When yoü have buried 
it, öoine back and teil me; and l will lay 
m^ dbwn and die' wliere it died. Tfaen, I 
shall- only want a grave. You Will perhaps 
gr&nt me one, for I have no other firiendly 
band to plant a flowier io- mark; where I 
fet)öse. I wotiM wish to be laid beside 
üay baby — öne little grave woüld hold us 
böth.' Again she wept ; and again the 
kind stranger mingled bis tears With her's. 
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** The peasant, however, insisted on her 
accompanying him, allegiug that, if he left 
her, her blood would be lipon his head. 
He then placed her in his waggon, and put 
the little corpse beside her. In an hour or 
two they reached the hamlet : it is the first 
you meet with before you begin the second 
ascent: you will recoUect it. The wag- 
goner lived, (for I believe he is since dead), 
in the farthest house on your right, as you 
go towards Lyons. 

'' Beneath this humble, but faospitable 
roof, Matilda resided several weeks ; and 
through the kindness of her host and 
hostess, and a mind in some degree relieved 
from its burthen, wonderfuUy recovered 
her looks — so much so, that I have been 
iuformed, that she was still a handsome 
and interesting young woman, when she 
first arrived in our town. But this quiet 
secluded life did not accord with the 
habits she had contracted ; and, contrary 
to the intreaties of her newly-acquired 
protectors, who would have adopted her as 
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tbeir cfaild, she -oftme tt> Geaevo. 'Here, 
without friendsy os auj^Hiei^n« of-gfim^ 
ing an honest Ifteliliood» she «igfuii 
beoOüBe .a prejF ta- T^ce,* luid^ «re-ion^ 
loatbsQtne'-to : hetself^and oäters^ wa$.' ad^ 
mitted' into the ho^titaL ^FtomibiSy^after 
ä (seasoB^ > she <vraa ' disokarged as incu]?aJide, 
though in a. anteaanre restared to *bealifai 
Her sitoitton! "vms.^now, if postibl^^ "more 
dei^omble; thao! eyeri U£UiS)le t^ pr^^ure 
a morsel of bread by any^IawflitöaUtng, or 
ev^Q to dbtaiii a misembte dole fram the 
ways of imquiiyy she ^wast raduoed tö* the 
t}to»oat esctfooiity of ivrant,( wretcbedness, 
and despair. >Biit^ the -Lörd^s Urne heoA at 
lengtb arriTed. In'>a8Comay&ginerc7' faad 
sbe. iadeed beett presenred ^to ihis hour^ 
and nowj whenlbrming' thefearflü^TefiGtlar 
tio^ of -ending her temporal inisertes^bjr 
pliinging beadloDg into thergnlph of ewr- 
Wting woö, her Redeeäieäp spoke toher, 
and Said ; * Return tmta me, for I have 
redeemed thee.' 
^'I was Walking late one evenmg on the 



badk8 : of Ükeh . lake, ; ^kei» I ^ heard « ¥«iee 
from the copse-wood' beside <me;Fr^Iti:.i$ 
eAovgtbr-I ^11-^1 will. ^Tbhf 0igb4 -staall 
teimitiate m^ sorrows.' la a* State 'of.<ex- 
tFeme- agitation, I . epproavched^ftheirispot 
wlmiice t^^Afloiuid .-pmeaededy^^ad IwVtf^ 
tlHXWgb a& opeQii^ of thetreefi» I ^per^ 
eeived a rp<»«oa: tu; fec^al^ attire» «itttog on 
thefgc^uqd, wit)t bf^ Jiead reelkied upon 
berliaees. Beadi» ber lay an old knife, 
whidli secsnedfto ba^frbeeO'talely^barpened 
at-ihe point, a^ HrgUtt^red on iB7;6igbt in A 
Tay tibatfell^oii itfiromthe moon» emei^i^g 
at the mom^ent hom ibehind a- -^sloud. In 
lureatbleflB anxie^ I< Mood^ a&d^az«d upon 
th^ pitiable:ebjeetbefefe>tte. -^O Wfl^h 
ibat I am !' .«faer>eried; ^ Wcmld ihat I rbad 
nerer been botn l Was^it fot tbis hour tfaat 
I wafi* iiursed: mth such tender anxiety— ? 
watehed by a moäieif^ -delighted ^es ? O 
my moUie»I. my motherJ Why didstthou 
bring me^&rrth? Why didst tshoit not kill 
me erel mir tbeJigfaV&^d make the womb 
my grave ? O poor Matilda ! No voiceof 
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kindness will ever reach thine ear again ! 
Unhappy being that I am !' 

" While I listened to her wild incoherent 
ravings, (for she said mach more than I 
can remember), my limbs shook under me, 
and, like the patriarch when he discovered 
the artifice of his son, 1 trembled very 
exceedingly. What courseto adopt I knew 
Bot ; and yet, if I permitted her to remain 
there, ere the morning dawned she would 
be — where ? what tongue may teil ? What 
had fallen from her own Ups, however, 
was a guide to me, and suggested the mode 
of proceeding which I adopted. 

^\ ^ No, poor Matilda !' I said to her in 
a tender expostulating tone ; * thou art not 
such an outcast, so friendless, as thou 
thinkest.' This attracted her attention, 
which was what I wished to do, without 
awakeuing her apprehensions. She slowly 
raised her head, and turned round to see 
who addressed her. I continued ; * Poor 
girl ! I will be father and mother to you : 
fear not' 
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" * Will you?' She calraly answered. * No, 
no : I expect no such kindness on earth.' 

'* Advancing towards her with as tratiquii 
a Step as I could, I reiplied, * Do not say 
so : try me, and you shall know whether 
I deceive you. Come to my house, in the 
mean time. Night is approaching, and the 
de WS will soon be falling heavily.' 

** * I have often feit them,' she con- 
tinued in the same unimpassioned tone, 
* cold beneath these feet ; and I need not 
be afraid of them now.' 

" * Not unnecessarily to lengthen my 
Story, I may briefly add, that I at last pre- 
vailed on her to accompany me home, and a 
few days after she was admitted into the 
Asylum. With the sequel you are already 
acquainted. Her health gradually de- 
elined, and I had many hours of uneasiness 
on her accouut, for she long resisted the 
offers of pardon which I tendered to her as 
the minister of Jesus. I saw her hastening 
to the grave. Disease was making silent, 
but sure progress. I wept over her, and 

E 5 
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I prayed. The bour arriTed. Tbe Saviotnr 
appeared ta her, and she heard the voice of 
pärdon — *. Neither do I coHdemn thee ; go, 
and sin no more !' "* 

As my friend ooncluded bis affecting 
narrative, we attained the summit of the 
hill that oTerlooks bis bappy dweUing^ 
Night was akeady beginning to draw her 
curtains around the world. The sun had 
long sunk behind the Jura, and only a^iaint 
vermilion tinge remained in the clouds that 
rested on it, to teil us that another day was 
irrevocably passed. That day, we humbly 
trusted, had not been spent in vain ; and 
though it's duties had left a shade of 
melancholy on our hearts, the reeollection 
that we had done, if it were but a little for 
the promoting of His glory whom we served, 
more than overpaid us for any painful 
feeling, that might have attended it's 
discharge. 

The lake slept beneath us, dimly reflect- 



• In a few days after, we received an account of her 
pcaceful departure. 
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ing the last tinge of crimson on the adverse 
mountain. Not a sound reached us from 
ifs blue expanse: not a wave undulated 
on it's surface, except from the distant and 
solitary oar of the fisherman returning from 
bis toil. 

Sweet Leman's lake, I love thy waters well ! 

Oft, slowly winding by the banks at eve, 

I've feit it dear to meditate on Uiings 

Eye hath not seen, nor ear hath heard, nor yet 

Hath heart conceived. Oh ! there was something breathed 

Alo&g my mlnd — so still, so soft — it seemed 

As some kind spirit thröiigh the night-breeze sigh'd, 

And told of all the Saviour fop his own 

Had done — to rescue from a fallen world, 

And bring them to his rest. Time, then, and sensc 

Were l&st amid the calm that slept around. 

Siknce his manüe o'er the hüls had thrown. 

And, save the rippling on the pebbly Strand, 

Waked by caresses from thy light-blue wave, 

Or distant curfew,* not a sound was heard, 

To eheck my soaring spirit, or call down 

Her wings from heaven^ Renotembrance, grateful still I 



• Though the term 'curfew* is, strictly speaking, 
peculiarto our language., yet it may perhaps be not inap- 
propriately used for the ' cloche du soir,' which iö heard 
about the same hour in Switzerland. 
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PART III. 



'' E'en now the hallow'd scenes appear ! 
E'en now unfolds the promisM year ! " 



How sweet is the reflection, that the Most 
High Orders our goings ! Though we may 
at the moment tbink that ^ there is no profit 
in our walk,' and though we may, perhaps, 
go down to the grave without seeing the 
fruit of our endeavours, yet it is not to be 
doubted that, done in simplicity of inten- 
tion, imperfeet and poUuted as it is, * our 
labour will not be in vain in the Lord.' 

Monlh after month had roUed away, and 
the scenes I have attempted to describe 
were beginning to fade in my recollection, 
when they were recalled by a circumstance 
wbich gave them an increasing interest, and 
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which coüld not fall to moye a heart obdu- 
rate even as mine. 

The eveninghadsbutin coldly. The wiads 
were sweeping througb the leafless trees 
that grew before my window, and the rain 
was heard falling fast at intervals. Winter 
was advancing. Already was I turning 
my wishes towards the milder elimates of 
Italy, where I was soon about to seek a 
retreat from the inclemeney of Alpine 
solitudes.* I was sitting alone in my 
apartment beside a cheerful fire, thinking, 
it may be, on those who were near and 
dear tö me ; from whom I was so far, and 
ere long to be farther, removed. Perhaps, 
too, a prayer was aseending for a blessing 
on tbem and on myself : on them, that they 
might glorify their Lord among friends 



* This must be understood generally. The climate in 
theimmediate vicinity of the Lake of Geneva, during seven 
months of the year, is perhaps the finest in Europe ; and 
even in the depth of winter, the air is, for the most part, 
mild and salubrious. 
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andkindred ro»'<my8ßi^ Öiät whithersoever 
my Steps should be directed his band migbt 
lead me, and bns:.rjgfat band npbold me. 
Tbe door openedj and a Swiss lady of mj 
acquaintajice entered, and abruptly accost- 
ed me: 

"Mr. — — , do yon remember meeting a 
little girl in a cbnrebyard some miles dis- 
tant, (owards tbe end of last summer ?" 

" Yes, " I an&weted witb ßuTprise and 
alarm ; " wby ?" 

" Had you any conversation witb ber ?" 

« I believe I bad." 

" Well, what you -said was made instru- 
mental to tbe conversion of ber motber." 

"I«it possible ?•* I exclaimed, wbile tbe 
tears rusbed involuntarily to my eyes. 

On inquiry, I found that tbe cbild bad 
not forgotten my injunction. Going bome 
immediately, sbe bad related to ber mother 
wbat bad passed between us, noticing par- 
tieülarly, as it appeared, my request tbat 
sbe would read tbe Bible. Sbe did so, 
and tbe Spirit sent it to ber witb power. 
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After a reason, she began to feel a desire 
to converse with some serious person ; and 
it was so ordered, that she should meet with 
a plous woman, who kept a little school iu 
the neighbourhood, and whom I had visited 
onee or twiee. From her, the lady alluded 
to heard the circumstance, and communi- 
cated it to me as I have mentioned. " Not 
unto US, O Lord, not unto us, but unto tby 
narae," be all the praise! Amen and Amen. 



A REMINISCENCE 

OF 

EARLY DAYS. 



Oh ! if these Hps in faithfulncss would teil 
What those thoughts say, whicli lie enshrined belo\y 

The heavings that this bosom wildly swell— 
Methinks, they 'd utter a stränge tale of woe ! 

De?ir genüe scenes ! How fondly I retrace 
Your varied beauties — for your beauties dwell 
"With me, so lovely, and remember'd well. 

In far appurtenance of time and place, 
Amid the ^looms that darken round my sky, 
And wake so many a tear in poor Matilda's eye 1 
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Scenes of my infancy ! Howsweet ye seem 
With all your little joys, and hopes, and fears, 
In the deep shade of retrospective years ! 

O 'twas a soothing, though a short-liv'd dream ! 

And Memory finds it, still^ a pleasing-painful tbeme. 

Then Fancy smiled to see the board she spi;ead> 
Childhood's bright halo plajring round her head : 
An air-built thing ! a fantasy that fled — 
Dear, though delusive ! Ne'er again, I trow, 
To weave a chaplet for this faded brow. 

— But, hush ! — I hear a whisper. 'Tis of hours^ 
Which passM on light wings through life's vemal bowers, 

And found, and left^ me happy. But no more, 
Scenes of my childhood ! Shall your fragrant flowers 

For me be fresh again ? Such hopes are gone^ and o'er ! 

How oft my foot tripp'd gaily, in that spring 

Of giddy joy, along your hüls of green ! 

How oft would loiter by the dells between, 
While I would Stretch, and gaze fiir down, and cling 

To th' wild-wood branches in the clefts that grew 
Of some high rock ; where bird of every wing, 

The dove, and raven, and the lonely mew, 
Had made thgir nests. 'Twas sweet to hear their voice 

Discordant, wheeling as they round me üew, 
Calling aloud, as if they would alarm 

The hold intruder with their jarring noise, 
And make me fearful of th' approach of barm ! 
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Bo I folget it? Not so soon^ I ween ! 
For never, since that hour, these eyes have seen 
Sights so enchänting— half so fair to view : 
Still, still unchang^d — and yet for ever new ! 

Then, O how warmly would the noon-breeze breathe, 
Wafting the incense of th6 flowers below ! 

- For numy a flower in that recess did hlovr ; 

And many an odour fiimishM for the wreath, 
I used to twine. 

What time I hung, 
Pleas'd, o'er the dark dell where the linnet sung ; 
O, it was sweet to think how soon 
It's shades would deepen in the rising moon ! 
And I be left in solitude — afraid 
Of every gale that wander'd down the glade> 
And murmur'd as it went — as it would teil 
The guardian-spirit of the dell, 

While on bis gentle watch he strayM, 
" A stranger's foot was there : but he might dweU 
In peace — for it was one that lov'd him well." 

Yeßn of my childhood, hail ? How oft witK you 
I've traced the landscape, when the early dew 

Was bright upon the hüls around, 

lliat echoed to my steps' quick sound ! 

Ah ! then your vernaljoys and fears 

In freshness bloom'd amid my tears ; 
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For tears of infoney are shed, 
Like summer^show«» ob evealng's l>ed—- 
Pasty and away upön theMdft-wing'd dond, 
That swathed them init^ evaiiescefitiBhnNid. 

YeaF8 of m^ cliildfaood'l<»^&tr it stUli»4ear 
Thus to revieir yon threngh life*»«inad career, 
From that blest thougphtluHkess I «Iwel^in, fhere : 
Years of my chüdbood ! O how oft I ran, 
Ere yet my sorrows with my crimes begas, 
With heart as light as was the fawn's that trod, 
Gamboling round me, o'er the'thyme-clad sod ; 
Eager to tonch- the^sainbow's beaviteous span 

That arch'd the darkromantic scene, 
Symbol of mercy to rebellious man !* 
Upon the cloud that roUM between 
The lofty headlands of that wild ravine ! 

Not then, Matilda had been taught to know, 
— Since, an apt leaiuer in- tiie 6ehoel of woe-'^ 
How deep the>ciip e£ wretdieibMafr'belew ! 

O; it 18 deep indeed ! and hard to bless, 
It were, the hand that gave it : yet my soul 

Would bow, though 'twere in very bittemess^ 
And drain it— drain it to the dregs ! 



• Gen. ix. 16. 
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The slioal, 
Whereon I struckyXvftB Mt to gaee at> while 
Fäncyy^tfiOTer'd o'er it'with tfemiie. 
And breath^^th' idcAl wiAeihln^, that beguile 

The fond tnttgliiiiigs of youth'« light breast. 
But when th«tide rose ^igh, aokl o'er tbe deep 
Heard was the ttmpestfeaiftffly tö iBweep, 

The &irylBlet8unk, «nd sunk, ntibieBt— 

Amid naiiaveaof ^uietude afid Test. 

It suok : 4 saw it not ; nor knew 
- My danger. On my shallop flew, 
\^th stereamers floatlng in the woe-£raught gale^ 
That suiig it's ssd diige through my Silken sail. 
It strack— then, well, too weil» I leam'd the cost 
Of peace, unvalued— until all was lost ! 

Buty was it Peaeef Alas! a flower 

I^was, whose softness of perfume 

Would win thee to admire it's bloom ; 
Yet it was clothed with &tal power; 
And &ir as 'twas to see, and sweet it's breath— - 
1 1 rose^ and blossom'd, in the shades of Beath — 
Eternal death ! For that Redeemiug band, 
Whose skill, alone^ oould train it to expand 
In bearenly gentleness, not yet had thrpwn 
Around it's bed the amaranthine zone 

Of faith, and bope, and pardoning love : 
Such love, as only can the Soul invest 
With rohes befitting her immortal rest. 

And raise her tu the realms above ! 
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Scenes of my infancy ! Ye have a voice 

Of nielody, and might revive a heart 

Less sad and sore than mine ; the torturing smart 
Of sins and sorrows past forbids me to rejoice ; 

Save in the prospect, that^ with füll delight^ 
Mingling in Chorus witii the ransom'd throng, 

I, even I^ shall touch my harp so bright, 
And wake the blissful strains of that new song 

Of endless pleasures — and as sweet as long ! 

Scenes of my childhood ! May each thought of you 
Breathe through my breast of mercies, round my patU 

That crowd, and warm it's gratitude anew — 
Of pardon — peace — delivcrance from wrath— 

And hope of heaven — a hope so strangely true, 

'Midst all these horrors rising dark to view ! 

Yes ! Hope is seen, they teil me, in the sky, 
0*er that calm haven where my bark will lie, 
When I have gatn'd the port where I would be ; 

To tempt no more the wild-winds, or the deep. 
Scenes of my childhood ! Ye are dear to me : 

When I remember you, 'tis sweet to weep ! 

And, now, a long and sorrowful ferewell ! 

While Memory lasts, methinks, this heart will swell. 

And oft, in tender reminiscence, dwell 

Around your loveliness : — fiirewell, farewell ! M. C. 

riNis. 



Ftstt to 1^t^.ousit et imoüvnins. 



Karly, not sndden, was Narriwa's iate: 

Soon, not surprising, Deftthtberammonsbroa^i: 

Her thoughts went fortii to meet him on tiM w»y. 

Night ThougktM. 



A joy there i«~a heavenly joy, 
From hallow'd grief that IIowb : 

Alinoet *aB pnie— with scatee th' aUoy 
Thät blends with human woat.— Jiioii. 



A VISIT 

TO 

THE HOUSfi OF MOURNING. 



'* If there is happinen below, 

In such a home she*8 shrined : 
The livmän hieart c&n scarcely know 

Enjoyinetit mo^e vefined, 
Thaa iiirhera-thät^facred band b twined 

Of filial aod parental ties, 
Tbat tender union, so combined 

Of iiatnre*8 (j^^ntle^t feympftthies. 
Ob/ UMOB) sootbiiig and ssblinel 

ThegTcre jtffl^bftt for a üme, 

Thj holy bond shall sever ; 
His band wbo rent, shall bind again 
With firmer links thy broken chain, 
To be eomplete for erer l*f 



IT is a tpttfii, whjck ezperieoce wduld 
5soao teacfa ui^ even were. it not exfiieiilj 
reveal«d,.,tb€tt :thQ;deali]|g9 of Proirldejft^e 
«re mjttteciQus« . God meyes in a Bpb^e 
beyond the reach of finite understaxiduiSi 
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" Clouds and darkness are round about 
him." " His way is in the sea, and bis path 
in the great waters, and his footsteps are 
not known." 

Thus, we behold the wicked triumph- 
ing, and flourishing as a green bay-tree, 
while the righteous are afflicted ; and, even 
" when they perish, no man layeth it to 
heart." Yet, though removed from the 
scene of labour, and oftentimes in the very 
moment when they would seem to have 
been prepared for usefulness, the children of 
God, we are assured, " are taken from the 
evil to come.'* If they are called away, 
when it would be their delight to serve 
and honour their Master, and when the 
blossoms of fond anticipation were expand- 
ing with the promise of an abundant pro- 
duce, we may, notwithstanding, rest in the 
persuasion, that the Lord of the whole 
earth is influenced in his conduct by the 
wisest and purest motives, and will direct 
and over-rule every occurrence, whether in 
judgment or mercy, with an unerring 
band. 
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^eseiObsesvatioAs^va baen ^Doiuralljr 
suggested »hj tbe subject . of .ihis ^nasEati^, 
andwet^, iadeed, /beautifoUy.Uiiiftrated in 
her jsimpleiand inleiaeBtingi storjr« du years, 
it is true^<8be'wagij^öttBg; for^sixteon^siun- 
mers-faad jcaröelyiieen numbercd over hem 
head» wheD^she was laid unto herfieUhevs; 
but äie gßrm of piety, the onlyjfloweMii^bioh 
l:»iids on «arth tto'bloom m ihe regiouui of 
bappiness 'beyond the gra^^, planted ia«bedr 
beart, ^as in a kiadly -soü^ had ]^6ea>and 
spfead>fi|rdi üb braBohec» ; tand her imiacirtal 
and faetter part was already jp>pe.<fov that 
glerj, .which «ye faath not seen« oHer 
sttol» eady and ^ntpkUy tr^i^ed ior ythoae 
atbodes of uninterrupted fSelicify, oiv^here^tbe 
sj^rits of tbeguit dweU in tlie enjoynvuit^)! 
1beii^Redeeni,ev'8 prese&ce, app^red eager 
fertig secyice below ; bnt^ in 4he instant 
thait it^stoöd.expec^ing bis eommands, it 
was sttimnonedto liis veposeabove. 
' 'iWhen« youtiiand jbeiauly are found'Uni|be|l 
iritiiiisfitigion, 4bere*is^a'something4n tfaepii 
pteuliadpy attraelive. ^'Wöse '«rttb are 

F 
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entering on life, imagining, alas ! that ihete 
lies before them an almost interminable 
tract of jears, are but too often indaced to 
defer preparation for death, from the idea — 
so awfolljiallacious !— that thej will bave 
time enough — " a conrenient seadon" — for 
repentance hereafier: while, on tbe other 
bandy a comely exterior so gei^rally fosters 
pride, that bane of everj thing reallj good» 
that, äs an endowment of an ensnaring 
tendency, it is pethaps, With submissipn^o 
tbe Supreme will, ratber to be deprecated 
fiian desired. 

We may be pardoned> fherefore, if we 
saryey a lovelj joung female, forgetting th^ 
admiration of a thoughtless and seductng 
World, in the exereises of retired devotion^ 
with feelings more tban usuälly alive to tb6 
dangers sbe bas been so bappily taught 
to shun, and to tbe securitj whieh her 
Jittle fragile bark bas attained, amtdst tbe 
war of tbe surrounding eleinents, in the 
haven of a Saviour's love. Bat, wben these 
are viewed in the distance--a distance im- 
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penetrable to the eye of sense : when the 
grave presents a bamer, a dark and dreary 
barrier, beti^een as aofd them ; and when 
all t^onnected witfa tbeir tK>journ beloifr 
bas asBumed a new and irreversible, anf|, 
consequently, a more interesting eharactetip^ 
nfemory, (wbile our faith fofbids us tq 
** sorrow as otbers who häve no hope,") 
maj be permrtted to cling to them witif 
unabated, thoogh it may be with an an- 
earthly, affection. 

The 8un was already decUning in the 
west, when I was requested by my dear 
and vahied firiend to attend hiin to the 
" house of mouming." " Louisa," he said 
td i|ie, " is dead. Her sorrows have early 
reached tbeir close. This ioiomihg she 
entercfd into the joy of her Lord. Will yoü 
oome with me, and assist nie in ministering 
confl&latiön to her afflicted faipily ?" 

I willingly acöepted bis invitaiion, though 
periiaps my motive may not have been 
altogether disiöterested ; for oftentimes 
there is a *^ root of bitternesf," einsam where we 

■ f8 • ■ ' 
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0tDsidar ouradvvB üHOBt firee fram scj«%t|r 
fldfisluiiDtive. I hadiearned, by yanofiteble 
experiense, fimt^it ^iifs bdtber to. .go^oibe 
hotifie.of.imowrniQgylbaii to tlie liouse 0f 
feastin^." TItere we Buirvisy wiiei, -sooner 
or If^ec, mustfafBppen ite xonraelms ; .ünd the 
ohamber of dcatb becomeB aanoBitoryTwhieh 
sipeiKks with a>8tilly «moll'iTttiioe, j>at'witbian 
eoergy äiat breahs the sileneie'nf thetomb. 
'^4M[an is borii': io /troubleiw^he i^patks A7 
upward ;" and we cannot tgwiOBeüf heMta- 
Bäejoms^^esdo^ideeueßmitb wbich'We mU^t, 
«md ibat ere, long^, be »oofn^rBant. 

•We Jbad proneeded jsome time »wittwliit 
sperißingyloroarbearts^^refiftH, Whenitbe 
•scmi is^^asit wene, lo^iiQPwheUaed ^itMn.ufi^ it 
seeks r^Uef -xatiier ib ündiaturbed ^inedtetii^ 
tbsDintbealleviatiQiis öi^^en^the «Kfeereanrae 
of ifriendflhip. jßieep :8Qrr<^7f is ^fieipißaAly, 
perhaps g^emlly, üueomplaiaisg. Tbe 
bnr^ben, .too Jita^ry ti> be borne, -weigh» uS' 
down, ftiid. lea^es 'UQ u^able to strügigle 
ai^imstit'ß »pressure. Onr^paäi, moreover, 
in3rHed.to/Q0gi!^ilypd«ü.oii. Jt lity .«Iwg ^^ 
banks of a lake, whicbbas been tbe theme 



of admiratioQ fromagQ to ag^.; and wbicb, 
at this momeoit^ wa«^. uiMisttaUgr^attmctive. 
It's picturesquebord^erS) here-riäfigiBto the 
sublime of moantains/ so bigb that you 
migbt bave thought them leaning;On.beaven 
— tbere stretchingc \Kiitk:a:gft3r-aadcT£rdant 
mantle by tbe whidhig sbore-HNid farther 
towards tbe east and soutb, beightened in 
«ffect by tbe variety of ligbt and sbade, 
iroia the oooasionally intereepted radi^nce 
of a^seUifig sun — ^presen^d^to our view 
runnujttbe^edtbieauties. . OBftJie lel^; i^ tl)^ 
•mi^estie and* contiauaiusi rangi^ pf the Jara, 
.iwfai;eb fiy^w^d over- thie rieh diappaig» 
thal sepßsatfed it ^oiq« th^lake,aa^\ 9^919^6^ 
419 if: it Yfo^A wrest:tbe^ep(^Tting,^^,-:nf)W 
ffixeoi bae]ibto tbj^.eyo^ in the iwaiq^il mifffor 
of the hlue yfüi/ßTB below. On ou« rigM» 
wer^t tb0 ^Ips^ s^sea4 witii eyexlcMst^ig 
ttiows, bMkinsto a-iittleijqitli^^fetiriagnij^ 
aod iioged : with veixailioii^ . as ii ^^ijofiag 
thewarmth that waa sooqlIo be with^carifil 
Ironr die»,, to. lea^i^tfaGm oacemoreia ib^ 
^Qolde o£: thcdü drearji mag&i&eenfleit 
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*' It was an eteAing, calm and mild*. 
Ab tbe fint evening Nature smiled ; 
BeauteouB, as if the guilt of man 
Had ne'er defiiced bis Maker's plan; 
And pain — the penalty of sin — 
And death^ had never entered in. 
No living sound^ no motion stirr'd 
In earth or air^ save soDg of bird^ 
Or hnm of insect on the wing, 
Or tiickling flow of pebbly spring.'' 

The occasion of our visit was painfolly^- 
pleasing. We were going to coadole with 
an ajGElicted family; and our bearts, in 
unison with the Claims of Christian fellow* 
ship» responded to the benign injunction» 
*y Comfört ye, comfort je mj people, saith 
yonr Göd." Though all around ns nece&- 
sarily partook of the peculiar character of 
our feelingSy aiid was rendered deej^Iy 
impressive by the mournful nature of the 
duty we were g^ing to fulfil, there. were, 
neverthelessy not wanting- those soothing 
alleviationSy which gave a shade, if I may 
be pardoned the expression, of lovely me- 
lancholy to the prospect. We were bend- 
ing our way to the abode of moumers, but 
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those moumers were of the household of 
fkith. We were approaching the residence 
of Sorrow ; but she bad already been en- 
abled to look up in hope, We were bound 
in spiritto testify of Jesus; but it was to 
those who had beheld him in bis humilia- 
tion, and who were now waiting in peaceful 
expectation of the summons to join him 
beyond the narrow limits of time and trial. 
Was it wonder, then, that our minds were 
calmed hj a view of the beauteous world, 
which, as a tent to dwell in, was spread 
before iis? .Surely we had been insensible 
of His love, who fixed the mountains, and 
pöared the waters to refresh the earth, if we 
could have been indifferent to so ^nchänting 
a perspective of the work of hiis hands ! 
No: 

" We feit the calm» the healing power^ 
The influence of that tranquil hour^ 
So deep, so soothing^ so serene, 
The loveliness of that sweet scene!" 

9 

Our errand but too readily suggested ft 
fiubject of discourse : ^^ It is but a few short 



104 A viarr to th« 

weeks agO)'' said m^ aemputkioit^ ^^ tkat I 
«aw Louisa blooming iabealifa-, yolith, aad 
beauty.' She was, indeed^ an interesting^anil 
chapmiiig girl. Bat how soon are tfae föiid 
hopes of her friends and pai^nt^ biastedi 
The menming rose fiäir, aüd withoittudoad:; 
batthe sun went down ere it had reacfaed 
it'snooni 

^^ It is, now, aboüt tWo yeacs ainde I fir^ 
became aequainted with herfamiljr. I had 
pteaehed iir the' chttrch» of f he Magdalen, * 
aad' had not long, returnedhome^ wheu I 
tirUf Ttolbirmdd:. that a genäe]iifi||^i^ 
speak ta-merjn privatej U y^aM^ihe'itääSer 
of Lonisav L took him' to mj lütle study, 
and th<3re> wi&- that freedom^whichafeilo^rv 
ship of hopetr ini^res^.he opaiedifais'jnind 
to me on the state of his eteraal concernr^L 



* It was fbnthit8enn«oythftt tfae-iadlxVidlual.liereaUiide«) 
to first became an ob^eetof uiiavion» trentnient to those, 
ivho finally inteTdictsd^hiiiiitlve pidpittbvmiglumt the can. 
ton, aiid ultimately deprived him of his Situation in the 
ooll^ge, at'diat time the sole lapport of a wifS^ und increas^ 
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• " * For some time^ sir/ he said io me, ' 1 
have feit muchoneasiness relative to tbo86 
interests, whicb only are really worHi -our 
care — the interests of my soiri. Occa- 
slonally, I have been greatly depressed, and 
have trembled, like Felix, wheii foUowtng 
the sacred writers, * as they^ reason of 
righteousness, temperance, and jüdgment 
to come;' För several montfas I ha« been 
desirou^ of meeting witfa some one, capable 
of directing me into the way that leads to 
life. I am assured those paths are patbs of 
pleasantness and peace ; but this very eir- 
cumstance proves to me that I am yet 
astray. The discourse,' he added, * which 
yoa have just delivered, indnces me to trust 
that I have at length received an airswer to 
my prayers/ 

" There was an openness in bis counte- 
nance, and a cändour and frankness in bis 
tiir and manner, which I thought indicative 
of an ingenuons mind, and'my beart was 
knit to bim as he spoke. During two 
hours," my friendcontinaed> **weconversed 

F 6 
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together on the subject of a sinner's accept' 
ance with bis God. Though little compe- 
tei^t to be bis instructor attbat period (for I 
was myself yet scarcely emerged from tbe 
darkness of an unrenewed spirit^ and 
could only with besitation point to tbe 
I(edeemer, and say, * believe and live'), 
w^ were mutually assisted, I would will- 
ingly persuade myself, by * tbe Äutbor and 
Giver of every good and every perfect gift.' 
Tbe day-spring from on bigb visited us, 
and our views of Divioe trutb were recipro- 
cally cleared up, as we communed one 
witb anotber. * Tbe eyes of our understand- 
ings were enligbtened,' and we separated 
praising God for bis mercy to a fallen and 
guilty World, in sending bis only Son to 
ofTer a ransom for many — to redeem bis 
cbildren (among wbom we bumbly boped 
ourselves were numbered) from tbe power 
of the grave — and to make thera partakers 
bereafter of all the blessedness of that para«; 
dise they bad forfeited, and that beavea 
from which they must otherwise have beea 
excluded for ever."* 
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** Ah!" I exclaimed, white my companion 
paused as if in meditation, ** wbat bas not 
God done for us ? To part with bis Son-^- 
his only Son - he in whom his soul de- 
lighted— who had lain in his bosom from 
eternity — to bteed, to agonize, to . die, for 
inan*-for sinful and rebellious man ! 

* This, only tbis, subdnes the fear of death : 
And what is this ? Surrey the wondrous eure, 
And at each step let higher wonder rise ' 
Pardon for infinite offence ! and pardon, 
Throngh means that speak it*8 valne infinite ! 
A pardon bought with blood ! with blood divine ! 
With blood divine of Ilim I made my foe ! 
Persisted to provoke ! though woo'd and aw'd, 
Bless^d and chastised, a flagrant rebel still ! 
, A rebel midst the thunders of his throne ! 
Nor I alone, a rebel universe ! 
My species np in arms ! not one exempt ! 
Yet for the foulest of the foul He dies 3 ' 

Most joyM for the redeem^d from deeiiest guilt, 
As if our race were held of high est rank, 
And Oodhead dearer as more kiud to man V 

" Our friendship,," resuined my com- 
panion, ^' thus begun üuder the most grati- 
fying circumstances, and auspices of the 
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happiiMlkiiii^ ev/ery scicee^iig hoiif cmly 
tflndecl tor maturet Fram tbia time'-Irsaiif 
hioD at intermb^ though 8eld!Oii»e& ttiadii t 
c<Hiki have deamd. : My * mulüfarioii« aro* 
cuBtix)iis^>aiidttemaa3rlioiirs>I was^ooM^M 
daily in . ths doMtti ol my depavtnsnt: in 
the College, .preeiudedi me fisojai noAesüitd 
opportunitiesof usefulness in other respectS) 
though dotthtffesg aU wa^ordered hj unerr- 
ing Wisdöoband infinltoi Merc^ ; thal^ espe-» 
cially, of devoting more-of' my IKlte'teisure 
to the Instruction of thbse who were be« 
ginning to U^ in earnest about tbeir well* 
being {«.theet^nal woridw. 

" My knowledge^ of tfae ottier menribers of 
his family commenced a month' or two 
previous to your return to us this sununer. 
His wife, and . omly davgihlier^ tsbe» who is 
now X» meif^j introdtrc«d'4heniselves to me 
one evening after the service in my chapel 
was concluded. I had remarked them in my 
litttle temple once or twiee^ before. II was 
i«Hpftöstbtoy iiMlded, to €y?«frk>^ worshipp^vs 
«u daroQ^; .a»o»g the tfai» aiMi 8eatt%r«d 
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flock tbat visU wiibr me tbft! stuan^ivauBf, aS 
their G^d.^ But< they hadi^ hUfaecto^alwttjs 
letked with> the rest of tbch con^regattoiiy 
aBd> I had o^ bad any partißjoter oomimi- 
nicaücHk .witb. tiieiiu 

''Od. ttiiSiQocasiQn, bowevery v/^ formet 
a^aequaintance,. which graduaUjrgrew to 
aft^ tatimacy«^an intimae<3r> I bope^ nuitually 
valoed smd profitable. Mrs. P; ficst addressed 
me, stating ibatit was;ber daugbtef 'süoxious 
wisb to hm^ a few mixuutes» eonversaiion 
vritb me ; and i^e bad, tberefore, takea tbe 
Uberty of intrudiag: berseLf oa.my: attenticm. 
It was noWy . for tbe first time, tbat: I was 
enabled' to^ judge oftiieir real character. 
Loui^ in particnlav^ woo: upon mj affec- 
üxmsi But if beri outward appearance, 
wbifib.was^ iadeed, everj thuag tbat could 
iaterest or please, prepossessed me in ber 

TU, .- , -- , -.- - - - . — — ~- — ■ ■ — — — ^— 

* At this periody he bad>iotod^ a tbui «od aoaUend 
flock, Thvougb the Diviu&blessin^.howaver, it ha8;aince 
graduaUy augmented^ and now my friend has a regulär 
congregation of many hundreds. On the Iiord^s day, it 
«ometimes amounts to a thousand or upwardsv 
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favour, her modest and unaffected demea« 
nour, and the piety, which so evidently 
was deeplj seated in her heart, rivetted 
my attachment to her, as one of the re« 
deemedof my Lord. Asister she was, truLy, 
and a sister beloved. Bat I have now to 
mourn over her vacant place in the house 
of God, and to lament that I am no longer 
aided by her prayers. Yet it would be 
selfish in me to wish her back again. Her 
triäls are terminated ; and if I am no more 
edified by her presence on earth, I may 
still be strengthened in therecollection that 
He, in whom I trust, stood by her faithful 
unto death, and *^lovedher eventothe end.* 

" She was then in her sixteenth year. A 
flower, she was, of rare and beauteoud 
growth. Nourished by parental tenderness, 
guarded with unceasing solicitude, and 
watered with the dews of heaven, she had 
expanded in retirement." 

"Your description reminds me," Isaid, 
" of that elegant similitude of the too loose 
Catullus : 



\ 
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' Ut flos in septis secretus nascitur bortis.'* 

" Yes,"rejoinedmy friend, "it may do so, 
for it is certainly beautiful and appropriate ; 
bat had Catullüs seen Louisa, and imbibed 
a portion of her spirit, bis pen would not 
have lost in elegance, what bis beart would 
baive gained in cbastity. 

" Her complexion was fair ; and yoütb and 
bealtby eombined witb tbe flusb of basbful- 
ness wbicb kindled and deepened wbile sbe 
spoke to me, Imparted to ber an almost 
indescribable cbarm. Her eye was ani- 
mated, and beained witb premature intel- 
Jigence, giving iudication, at tbe same time, 
that her bosom was not a stranger to tbe 
softening influences of atoning grace. Alas ! 
bow soon was tbat fair exotic to witber 
and die! How is it's glory perisbed! It 
seemed as' if eartb was too ungenial a 
climate' for it, and it was early renioved to 
flourisb in tbe gardens of beaven. Her 



* As blooms a flower iii some retreat — 
Secluded; shelter'd, fair and sweet. 
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poor pareut&l Bat it was the will of Hirn 
wjio ^ seeth not as man seetb/ and tbat will 
is best." 

« It i& true,'* I repüed. " Tbat will^ 

bowever afQictive or mjsterious, is in^^^td 

best. Tbougb inscrutable to our limited 

capacities, we are taugbt tbat tbete is. a 

power, not destiny^ as so manj of your 

uahappy neigbbours profanely aver, wbich 

presides over our ways, ordering eyery 

event, so as ultimately to render it copdu- 

ciye to tbe advancement of bis cbildrep io. 

knowledge and in grace. Is it not written, 

* Fear ye not, neither be afraid. Haye not 

I told tbee from tbat time, and bave 

declared it? Ye are even my witnesses. 

Remember tbese, O Jacob and Israel ; for 

tbou art my servant. I bave formed tbee, 

tbou art my servant. O Israel, tbou sbalt 

not be forg:otten of me.' And again, * Tbey 

sball spring up as among the grass, as 

willows by the water-courses.' And the 

apostle aflBrras, tbat ^ all things work 

togetber for goo4 to. tbem tbat iQve God.' 
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Thottgh tiiöjr maj/' appdar üxitoimrd^ and 
ihougj^ ^ no afiBiction forifae present «eemcrUi 
to be joyousy but gney<^8^" jBtnt^mÜ 
after-wardi be p^roduetiii^e tifi its^dae etfsoti, 
io^the refining of-oor marlaiäHoy; tcac ^be 
shall Sit as a. r^nep's'fire/ to the hondiiF of 
bim wbo died^r ihat be tai^t TpmnSy ns 
ttxUo himself." 

' *' Louisa/' mj friend continued; • *^had 
tasted that ber Loid^ was gtsmonn^ Bis 
Spirit bad- been poured out upon her isvich 
abaudasoe, and had s^led- her . uiito tliä 
day <rf redemption:; whil^ > ibfi^froütsPHieet 
for i^pentance' wfaieb .die bDi»,. oiaaifeated 
tbat she was indeed^difild of.<3di£^ ^llftäl 
hitt^ she had enjoyed the iirvaLaabfepi^ivi- 
leges 0f imrestratned. eommiiai<^y in tbe 
raarely«fre^iiented) walks of reftiredxiveditatiQn , 
pray^F, and: praise, . and badipcoved, ^y 
enviable- experience, tbe tFnth. of tbose 
beautiftd linei»o£ your amiaUfi poet : 

' Tlie colm retreat^ the ailenlHsiiade, - 
Wi th prayer and praiee agr^e ; 

And seem by thy sweet bounty made 
Por those who foUow Aee.' " 



f 
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Here my friend paiised, and we seated 
ourselves for a moment on the verdant 
bank tbat lined our path. As we had 
advanced, evening had imperceptibly stolen 
on, and the landscape around us now wore 
another iäspect. Nothing remained of the 
efiulgence of the departed sun, but a few 
fleecj clouds on the summit of the Jura» 
which still bore a crimson tinge. It seeme!i 
like the smile that often dwells upon the 
cöuntenanee of the Christian, even when 
the spirit that animated the iearthj taber* 
nacle^as taken it's flight. So calmly had 
it göne down, that it appeared to us an apt 
emiblem' of Louisa's peaceful removaU 

Eaoh had alike risen in another scene. 
But here, how great the contrast! The 
spirit of the one had finallj left behind it^s 
fc'ail tenement of infirmity, sin and death,. 
soaring beyond the reach of terrestrial 
thingSy to partake of pleasures which shall 
be for evermore. The other had only 
departed for a season, to return again and 
again to witness the same atrocities and 



^ 
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sorrows — ^itself, ere long, to be turned iato 
darknesSy and to pass away with a great 
noise to make room for ^ new heavens and 
a new earth, wherein shall dweli righteous- 
ness and peace.' 

As we arose, and proceeded on our way, 
my friend resamed : ^* The scenee of that 
evening were indeliblj engraveb upon my 
heart, and now present tbemselves before 
me in colours as vivid, as if tbey had but 
ju$t occurred. Nor will tbey ever be 
erased from my recoUection, while memory 
can do it's duty ! She came to consult with 
me, as one whom she imagined might assist 
her in waging her Christian warfare. Bat 
whatever might have been my ideas^n the 
su)\ject previous to her entering into the 
cause of her visit to me, I now was con- 
scious that it was my part to sit at her feet^ 
and leam of her. The Lord, indeed, bad 
done great :things for her soul. *I have 
need,' I . said to myself, ' to be taught of 
thee, and comest thou to me ?' 




*^ Littledi^i I tbinkf .as^LlisteiHBdjdeliglilecl 
to: the naarrfttlye oi her deep experienee^ tbM 
I wiMik so^ ewrlij?^ to be deprived. of bi|r 
«oimael and*. dxttmplQ* ^d yetj ppQubljr, 
had I reflectedy it might haya stmiek mß 
that be^ Redeemei? was. pr^paring her for 
hini9eili^ thaish^ might beasafbridci-ado»- 
eät fop bor b^4MWld. After ^ashing^ kßr^ a 
few- questioQB^ ii|Yordei^t& elieit a stateoMont 
of her seotimentSrand feeling^^ her natural 
bashfubies&and.tbetimidity of heR-difipo- 
sition^ were ifraduallsr lulted adeep^aiid sh^ 
spokci with'freedooH anä a modelt tiiHri^sfffve 
wbieb) I''bad)seld0«A witnessed^aad wbiab 
/imre tinilyr.e«gagj9g^i That, howevei?, wa« 
but ; ib «miftU ■ p^rtioo: of what caUed fortb 
mjr admioitioii^. o£ thait interestingi girJI. 
Her aMaimneofs . io: the divifie life qtiite 
astontthed mes If she was youngi in; jcear^« 
she was old in graee. One expcsssiomof 
her'sl particularly remonbec : ^ Ah, sir, I 
am sometimes. sensible of a wJiole quarter 
of an hour having elapsed withotit &.tfaought 
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at my SÄVionr f ' Tbat verse, whicb'we 
lutve sam<etnttes «uDg together, «eemed to' 
be expressive of faerdesires : — 

' Faia 4)iie jnon offiiir ne re^re, 

O J4saB,qae ton amour ; 
Que mon esprit te d^ire, 

Pour Vktxe un! nuit et joar.'* 

" As they wilhdrew, I blessed them in the 
name of mj Master, and bade them go in 
peace. Long mj heart followed them; 
and the recoUection of our interview left 
for a considerable season a heavenlj calm 
upon mj mind." 

" There is^ doubtless," I rqplied, " asome- 
thing peculiarly sweet in the communipn 
of saints. As iron sbarpeneth iron, there 
appears to be a flame elicited from the 
coUision of spirits reciprocallj participant 
in that good hppe which is through grate. 
Constituted as we are, frail, and liable to be 



* O gpnmtyloT'd Lord, my.Boul round jthee 

It'fl every hope may tinne ; 
While one deiur witiliinspirestny breast, 




180 A VSTlfOT TO THE 

tbe coimtry^fMat of tke leimify was 4^ e 
coosidesable distaace ^om ine,/aiid anj 
Utile leistttre nrfts genentlly fuUy ^oocoptod 
witli otber«tated duties. 

^. The last time I <saw her wAs^i as • you 
know, ;aifew :ditys ago, .frhen her maladjr 
bad almostättaiaedifsiastiirteiSe. Wltatever 
sbesufferedattbatafflictiveiseason firom^tlie 
eoemj of her goül^ aad tbe nysterious dis. 
pensatioa wbich frequeDÜy :4epnved her of 
reason, it^was aiiU ^eridenty boweyiety e^ea 
in tbe moment of mental aberraitioii, tbat 
ber heart and tbougbts were stayed on jGod.. 
Sbe was oalledlopaas.thcottgb.deep.wAters; 
bot rtbe issue was giorious. He, wbo bad 
tedeemed .her wUb .tbe price of . bis own 
blood> waswitkber. Tbe everlastiDgiiMnn^. 
w.ere ;tmdemeaib ber, .and snstained ber 
amidst Übe swellings of Jordan. Tbl» 
moming I received a message, inforroing 
me, tbat tbe last conflict was over, and 
tbat sbe bad entered on ber rest. ' Blessed 
are tbe xtead wbo diein tbe Lord !' Tbey 
excbange^A-i^sidenoe in arwortd, of >siB -asd 
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$orrow, for the brigbt realities of tfae 
paradise of God. She is gone! And may 
we, my friend, foUow in her steps, that we, 
älsö^ in our appointed time, may inherit 
those promises which our departed sister 
now enjoys in the never-to-be interrupted 
tranquillity of her Redeemer's repose." 
My heart ejaculated a silenty but deep 
Amen. 

Amidst sucli iiiterdiange of sentiment, 
and with xä^mds pleasingly attuned by the 
solemn subjects on which we faad been eon- 
versing, we insensibly reached the spot, 
which had only that moming been bereft of 
one of it's fairest ornaments. Though the 
abode of moumeri», it was a lovely and a 
peacefal scene^ JEtnd seemed to invite us to 
serious meditation on the vanity and insta- 
bility of all earthly felicity. Oür bosoms 
woold necessarily be the seat of many and 
varying emotions. The honse, situated on 
an eminence, which commanded an exten- 
sive view of the lake and the surrounding 
momitains, stood immediatety before us, 

G 
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preseniing an aspect of sweet retiremeot^ 
It had not long received the farewell salu- 
tation of the setting sun— tfaat sun, which 
had risen upon one of its inmates, who had 
since been withdrawn to participate in the 
employments of saints andangels — that sun, 
which had gone down so serenely, as if it 
would have spoken comfort to her afflicted 
relatives. Beneath us, and covering the 
rapid declivity which extended to the edge 
of the water, that murmured faintly on the 
pebbly Strand, the vine spread in rieh 
luxuriance, with the promise of an abun* 
dant harvest, though already appearing io 
mourn the absence of those smiles, which 
could alone bring it's Clusters forward to 
maturity : reminding us of that other vine- 
yard in which we had been called to 
labour, where all is jöyand harmony, while 
cur Master ' lifts up the light of his coun- 
tenance ;' but where gloom and dejection 
succeed ' the hidings of his face.' Above 
all, the reflection that another spirit, deli- 
vered for ever from sin and it's attendaot 
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trials, had that morning, and from within ' 
those walls, winged if s way to the city of 
etemal habitation, deeply impressed our 
minds ; it was more than sufiBicient to move 
the most obdurate heart. Involuntarily we 
stopped. We would have asked, " where 
is she ?" But she was gone — and with the 
innumerable Company was already singing 
the new song : " Thou art worthy ; for thou 
wast slain, and hast redeemed us to God 
by thy blood." 

Praying, as we opened it, that it might be 
granted to us to speak a word in season, 
my friend and I passed in silence the gate 
that conducted to 

^'Thissweet abode of piety and peace." 

Scarcely had we entered it, when we 
pereeived that the Lord was there. No 
loud lamentations ! No cries of agony that 
would not be comforted ! No shrieks of 
despair ! True it is, indeed, that when the 
inmates saw us, in the beautiful and afTect- 
ing language of inspiration, ^* they lifted up 

g2 ^ 
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their voice and wept ;*' yet their's was a 
sorrow which humbied itsetf under the 
mightj haod tlitat afflicted, andt bowed 
without a müfmup to tfae Divine will— «a 
sorrow that bad hope in dea^ — a sorrow 
which would not surdy be disowned of 
him, wfao, mibe days o( bis flesb, thougbt it 
not unbQooming bis equajity witb 6od, Uy 
sbed tears beside tbe grave of a departed 
friend. 

Wben tbe first burst of grief, oceasion^d 
by former recolkctions, whieh bad been 
revived by our preseace, bad, in some 
degree, subsided, we were shown into the 
cbamber wbence the happy spirit of Louisa 
bad taken it's flight. Here it was, indeed, 
at once sweet and edifying to witness tbe 
all-suffloiency of the grace of God. How 
deligbtftil, how füll of consolation, are the 
hopes. wbicb the Gospel inspires ! While 
the soul of those who are unable to antici- 
patethe future blessedness of the redeemed, 
sinks within tbero in the bour of calamity, 
k&en that the principles of tnie religion 
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beeome pre-emmenüy conspicuous. Y^a^ 
from the very darkness tbat Burrounds the 
Christian, he derives support^ iuasmuch as 
he has learned that trials are a part of that 
^'covenant wbich id <>rdered in all tbingSi 
and sure," and tku» bis mind riaeii as it 
wem, above the ruins of itself» oü the wingn 
of faith. Taughtby the bitter portiOn öfbis 
cup to long for, and irealiise a worid uttBeefii 
he soars beyond the narrow boundaries of 
tioie, and^ in füll assurahoe, pierces the 
veil that divides him from tho0e mansions 
whitber the great Fore-runner is gerne before, 
to prepare a place for those who bellete in 
hitn, and trust upon bis name. There they 
sball drink of the rivers of bis pleaBures, 
and be satisfied with the fulness of bis joy— * 

** Hail, glorious Gospel ! heavenly light, whereby 
TVe live with comfort, and with comfort die » 
And View, beyond ffaät gloomy dcen«, the tomb, 
A life of endless bappinees to oome." 

The father and mother of the departed 
ßaint now approaobed together the bed 
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which was stretched tbe pale, but lovely 
corpse, in whose visage there was still a 
something which seemed to say to us, 
" Weep not for me !" and, drawingback the 
curtains, gazed on It for a few moments. 
The former theo, as if unwilling to allow 
himself to believe that all hope hadvanished, 
put his hand upon her cheek ; and as he did 
so, the tear rolling dowly from his eye, 
he gently exclaimed, " My dear daughter !" 
Her mother calmly added ; " How changed 
since moming !" 

During this touching scene, my friend 
and I stood silent spectators, admiring the 
eflßcacy of that grace, which could thus 
strengthen the tenderest of parents to sur- 
vey, with the most uncomplaining resigna- 
tion, the remains of a daughter so amiable, 
and so deservedly dear to them. Bereaved, 
it is true, they had been of the child of their 
aflFections, by a stroke, the severity of which 
is known, perhaps, to none but those who 
have been called to endure it's weight: yet 
were they conscious that she had only pre- 
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ceded them in bidding adieu to " ^^^ 
changesänd chances of this mortal scene" — 
that she had only a little earlier tban them- 
selves exchanged time for eternity, earth 
^or beaven. Tberefore it was, that while 
tbey mourned over her, thus prematurely 
snatched from their embraces, they were 
enabled to " rejoice with joy unspeakable 
and füll of glory." 

We then bowed down togethier in prayer ; 
and while my friend offered up " supplica- 
tion with tbanksgiving," on bebalf of a family 
whose cup had once run over, but who 
now were summoned to take their portion in 
sörrow, wefelt howtrue it is, that the throne 
of Grace is a refuge, that the world knows 
not of — a refuge which all it's smiles cannot 
purchase, and of which allit'sfrowns would 
vainly endeavour to deprive us. 

As we fetired from this scene of affliction, 
the shades deepened about our path. But 
the darkness, united with the stillness that 
reigned around, corresponded not unpleas- 
iagly with the soft meläücholy which the 
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duty we had been fulfiUing had left upon 
cur minds. We had witnessed the power 
and faiihfuIcuBss of God. We had seen 
(sinking oatare upheld by Grace ; and tbe 
as^uraoce wbich arose from the coQscioug- 
uesB that tbe Lord doeth all tfaiogs well» 
had bluAted, if it had not tnrned aside, the 
s)iaft Our heart$, too iiill to let im speafc, 
save in some incidental Observation» were 
poured forth in sileQt prayer- As we 
adyauced, tk^ glpw-worm ocpasionally dift- 
played it*6 gentl^ lustre besid^ us, r^minding 
US of tfeat " ligbt wbiph shipeth in a dftrk 
place"— that preeious wprd of trutb» wbich 
alone q^n illumine tbe benighted under- 
standing^ aud direct the feet into ih^ ways 
of security and peace. A planet tbat 
beamed calmly apd stec^dily upon our patb, 
whispered of the " Star of Jacob," and pf 
that World which he visited while as yet it 
" sat in the region of darkness and the 
shadowof death." 

A few days after, we had the melancholy 
gratification of paying the last tribut^ of 
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earthly afiTection to Louisa. My companion 
had known her in life — I bad seen her in 
deatb — and we were now going together to 
foUow all that was mortal of her to tlie 
grave. Tbere were bat few aasembled. 
The distance from town was ccmsiderable, 
and the father of Louisa had for some üme 
sougbt onlj the societj of those, who were 
travelling with himself to Zion. Whatever 
lüay have been the cause, the number of 
mourners was small, bnt I believe tbey 
were most, if not all of them, united in the 
hope which had sustained Louisa through 
the last conflict» Like the Jews of old, who 
went to condole with Martha and Mary, 
and who were probably, many of them at 
leasty waiting, though in doubt and un- 
certainty, for the consolaticm of Israel, 
those coUected on this melancholy occasion 
were willing to participate in the sorrows of 
a pious and afflicted family, and anxious to 
pour the balm of spiritual comfort into 
their recent, and still-bleeding wonnds. 
The bödy, covered with a simple pall, 

G 5 
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and borne by friends who had loved her im 
life, and who lamented her in death, moved 
ßlowly from the house. The ehief moumers, 
her father and brothers, my fellow-labourer 
and myself, (custom not permitting females 
to attend at funerals,) walked two and two 
close to the hier. The others of the little 
party, each in converse with his friend, were 
disposed behind ; and, thus arranged, we 
proceeded towards the spot where Louisa 
was to find her " narrow home." 



<c. 



It was sweet and lonely— 



No place was it, for grief to nourish care : 

It breathed of hope, and moved the heart to prayer.'*' 

Like the tomb wherein the blessed Re- 
deemer lay, it had been but lately prepared 
as a receptacle for the dead. It was situ- 
ated on an eminence, and seemed formed 
to guard the remains of those who had 
fallen asleep in Jesus, tili the " shout from 
Heaven, the voice of the archangel and the 
trump of God," shall break the bands of 
the grave. 

The body was then committed to the 
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ground, " earth to eartb, ashesto ashes,aiid 
dust to dust." When Ihe keeper of the 
inclosure had fulfilled his office, and the 
last sod was laid upon " the bed of rest," 
her father, addressing himself to my friend, 
asked if he might be permitted to retura 
thanks to that God, who had supported 
bim under his afflictions. He then kneeled 
upon the turf that covered her. We stood 
In silence beside him. He raised his hands, 
and Said ; ^* Lord, I thank thee that thou 
hast looked upon me in mercy, and sus- 
tained me under all my trials. I thank 
thee, also, in that thou hast removed my 
child. Thine she was, and only lent to me 
for a season ; and now thou hast taken her 
home. Lord, Lord, I thank thee." While 
we listened, we feit that the Gospel is of a 
truth the " power of God," and were 
comforted, 

Then rising from his knees, he embraced 
my friend, and we slowly retired from the 
spot. The sun shone warm on the grave as 
we left it, as if to remind us, that the en- 
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francbised' spirit of her we moamed^ was 
then rejoioing in the bright beams of tbe 
Sud of Rigbieoufioiess — to rejoico^ in them 
for evermore. Tbougb we sorrowed, there* 
fore, it was not as if we were without bope. 
We sorrowed; but we knew that cor 
soFFow would be turned into joy. The 
Christian is not one, who pretends to soar 
above the feelings of humanity. On the 
contrary, he i9 alive to suffiering, and often- 
times more acutely so Ihan the friend of 
the world> but he leans not on an arm of 
flesb, and in looking upward for support, is 
enabled to " glorify God in the fires.^ In- 
deed, were he insensible to the ohastening 
rod, the very object of afüiction would be 
unattained. But, if he is Gast down for a 
season, he possesses the füll assurance of 
deliverance in the appointed time. If clouds 
and darkness are round about the path in 
which he journeys, he yet can pierce the 
gloom in faith, and anticipate the approach« 
ing dawn of a glorious and eternal day. 
Fixing our eyes once more upon the 
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turf, beneath which Louisa slept, it was 
sweet to remember the consoling words, 
" I am the resurrection and the life. He 
that bdieveth in me, thougb he were dead, 
yet shatl he live : and he that liveth and 
believeth in me, shall never die." The 
.gate was then closed, and we returned to 
that house which one we loved bad left 
never to enter it again. 

Here another affecting scene took place. 
The mother of the departed stodd at the 
door. She was in tears. Her husband 
advanced a few paces before us, and they 
threw themselves into each other'* arms, 
mtttually weeping, nmtually ministering 
consolation, and mutually encouraging each 
other to dedicate themselves, and tbeir sor- 
Viving children*, anew to God — that God, 
under whose heavy band th^ moursed. 

Again we knelt in prayer, and found it 
good for US to be at thfe throne of Grace. 
Many were thev tears we shed, bat many 

* Louisa left two brothers to lament her remoTal. 
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also, and soothing, w^re the refreshings 
vouchsafed to us in that hour. In despon- 
dency and sorrow it would, indeed, have 
closed, had we not believed that corrup- 
tion would, ere long, put on incorruption, 
and that ourselves and our dear sister 
would, when a few more suns had rolled 
over her grave, rise to the life immortal, 
and through the merits and intercession of 
that Saviour who was then pleading on 
high for US, who were still journeying 
Zionward, be re-united to part no more 
for ever. 

And now, in concluding this brief but 
afifecting narrative, niay I be permitted to 
offer a prayer for thee, reader, whoever 
thou mayest be — " that thou wilt lay these 
things to heart?" Let the visit, which thou 
hast paid with me to " the house of mourn- 
ing," rest upon thy mind. Art thou 
young ? Trust not in thy strength — Louisa 
was cut oflF in the very bloom of life. Art 
thou already advaneed on thy pilgrimage ? 
O prepare, prepare — the day of God 
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approaches on fearfully-rapid wings. If 
our years are as a shadow, surely the dial 
wams thee that thy sun is far declined. 

And for myself — O pray for me, that the 
remembrance of these solemn scenes, which 
I witnessed in a foreign land, may keep my 
eye steadily fixed on that tribunal whither 
Louisa has been summoned — pray for me, 
O pray for me, that the recoUection of that 
moment, when, as we returned from her 
grave, and bowed our knees, and made 
known our requests to the Father of our 
Lord Jesus Christ,^ 

" The peace of God, beyond ezpression sweet, 
Filled ev'ry spirit humbied at hisfeet>" 

may be cohducive, through the tender and 
unmerited mercies of my Redeemer, to my 
travelling through life in hope. And 
when the final hour draws near (and who 
can say that it is not now at band ?) O pray 
for me, that the God of Louisa may be my 
God, and her Saviour — mine 1 
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A VISIT TO THE 



Hines» 



TO THE MEMORY OF LOUISA. 



Ali fiesh is grasty and dU the goocBinett thereqf as the fiavoer of (he 

ßeld. Isaiah xl. 6. 



Tmis hav» I seen, wliere two lone rills unite 
Their clear cold wBters from the Jurs's hdl^ht, 
Graceful and üAr, tbe "vaUey'» vemal pride, 
A ]ily — smiling on the faithless tide ; 
'Twas very lovely ! Fragile/ and consign'd, 
In tender sweetness, to the waves and wind, 
It moved my pity ; for the Hghtest storm, 
Methought, were heavy on so frail a form. 
At eve I wander'd, musing, by the spot, 
And sougbt it's beauty — but, alas ! Hwas not. 
Such are the flowera that strew^life's morning-way: 
They rise— they open— blossom— and decay ! 

So bloom'd, and pass'd, Louisa. Yet, while death 
ChilPd the sweet current of her vital breath, 
AfTection, weeping o'er ifs tamish'd gern, 
— A rose, though faded, lovely on the stem — 
Wiped the warm tear, that wet her struggling breast^ 
And feil— to stay her in a world unblest. 



I 
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Hush ! From the distance, happy in it's glooni; 
Didst thou not hear her call from out the tomb ? 
" Weep not for me ! Though death's dark vale I trod, 
^was but the spirit, as it passM to God ; 
Weep not for me! Here sighs and sorrows cease 
For here, dear Saviour I is thy reign of peace ; 
Weep not for me ! Life's toils and trials o'er — 
I've reach'd that rest, which sin shall break no mor 



F I N I S, 



n 



Ct>e 



Tjfeto «Titlase m^^^ 



Methinks I see the man of trath appear, 

Hailed with a look of love, and smtle sincere : 

A man of wisdon, in Ma temper kind, 

Biegt with a lowly heart, and heavenly mlnd.— Jü««*. 



Ev Tt*TOif r?Öt,— 1 Tim. iv. 15, 



THE NEW VILLAGE PASTOR: 

. A SfnSS TALE. 



PART I. 



• In oEe of the most delightful Valleys of 
our beloved Switzerland,* is a village, well 
knoTTQ for the opulence of it's inhabttaiits, 
and for tfaeir jastljr acquired character of 
probity and worth. There, perhaps, the 

»» " » ■ I » i II II ■■ m ■ ■ H l ■ a 

* The expression in the original is, " de notre Suisse." 
Those only who have seen that beauteotis country, tbat 
" Happy niral seat of various view, 
Where the irrigaous val^ey spreads her störe, 
Flowers of all hue— where murm'ring waters fall 
Down the'Blope hills dispers'd, or in a lake, 
That to the fringed bank, with myeüe crown'd, 
Her crystal mirror holds, unite their streams" — 

(PüRADZsE Lost, b. iv.) 
can know the feelings of it*s inhabitants when they say, 
"notre Suisse." 
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Sabbath is more religiously and holiiy 
observed, and the name of God more duljr 
reverenced, than in any other quarter of 
the globe. True itis, that during a long 
course of years, they have enjoyed, through 
the infinite mercy of the Lord, the inva- 
luable privilege of being instrueted by 
faithful pastors — by a succession of evan- 
gelical men, whose hearts were entirely de- 
voted to the Lord Jesus, and whose whole 
lives were conseerated to the advaneement 
of his kingdom ; and who, tenderly loving 
the souls of their people, were constrained 
to declare unto them all the truth, and to 
point to Christ as the only source of bless- 
edness to man. 

The pastor of this happy parish had 
retumed to his God, to receive the crown 
of the apptoved disciple : and the assembiy 
of the ministers and eiders of the canton, 
after having consulted the flock, had made 
choice of a new shepherd, whom they had 
solemnly chargedin the name of the Lord to 
feed, with afFeetionate solicitude and de- 
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votedness, that portioD of the Lord's inheh- 
tance. 

He was a man of about twenty-seven 
yearsof age, who, for a considerableperiod, 
had dedicated himself to the Service of 
Christ ; one, füll of that living faith which 
takes up it's habitation in the heart, and 
becomes there the origin of all that the 
Christian is able both to undertake and exe- 
cute for his Redeemer. Trained up for 

bis labours in the chureh of , under 

the guidance of tried servants of the Lord 
Jesus, he had derived from the treasures of 
their unfeigned piety the sentiments by 
which he was animated ; and he regarded 
his life as belonging only to Hirn who had 
redeemed it, and without an interest in 
whom, the sout of man must sink into 
irretrievable misery and ruin. 

On the day whiöh preceded the Sabbath, 
he set out to enter upon the charge of his 
flock. On this interesting occasion, his 
truefriends, Christians like bimself, had met 
together ; and, after having entreäted for 
him, in fervent prayer, the gift of the Spirit 
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of Christ, they had thus addressed him: 
" Go, O ourbrother, go whitherthe Saviour 
«ends you ! Declare the Gospel :» be not 
ashamed of the cross ; and may^ the Lord 
open unto you the door» tbat yaa may 
proclaim the mystejry of Christ! Go, man 
of God ! our prayers shall follow you, and 
ßhall strive for you."— ^* Amen^" ejaeolated 
the pastor ; and, after a moment or tsro em^ 
ployed in supplication, and taking an affec-» 
tionate leave of his brethren, he eoqoaasii^iced 
his journey towards his new abode. 

III III ■ I III» I w II« I I I I ■ I ■■ I I I ■ |g 

• The French, in this instance, is very expressive : 
" ^vang^liser les ames;" literally "evangelize souls/* 
Thereis a similar expression in the Crfe^, in our S&riour's 
commission to hisdisciples, Malt, xzviü. 19, ** fml^^iwalt 
mwlet, reu c^y«i ; ** translated, '' teach all nations," but 
literally, ** disciple all nations." Henry 's remark on 
this passage is so valuable, and so mach in unison with 
the spirit of the narrative, that I need not apologfze for 
introdudng it. '^ hia^nleva-alt — - admit them disciples ; 
do your utmost to make tlie nations Christian nations: 
not, Go to the nations and denounce the judgments of 
God against them, as Jonah against Nineveh, and as the 
other Old Testament Prophet», (thaugh they had reason 
enough to expect it from Üieir wickedness), but, Go and 
disciple thero/' 
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To ' reach it, ii was necessary to pass 
t)ver a mountain which indoses the valley 
x>n the south. As heslowlj ascended it, he 
revolved in his mind, as in the sight of his 
God, the multiplied duties of the minister 
of the Gospel. The office of an ambas- 
sador of Christ, which he was going to fill 
-~that repentance, to which he was to direct 
his fellow-men — ^that mystery of love and 
grace, which he was to make known unto 
thejn — that salvation by the cross of the 
Son of God, which he was bound in spirit 
to publish in the midst of the Opposition, 
which the heart of man has always mani- 
f ested against it — that great work of a waken» 
ing Söuls, upon which he was just entering 
— all the interesting and solemn task of the 
pastor, appointed to watch over the sheep 
of the Lord, presented itself to his view, 
and filled his mind with the most lively 
emotion. « 

But, when he had attained the summit of 
tbe mountain, and suddenly cast bis eyes on 
the hamlet over which, as in the Divine pre- 

H 
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sence, he was about to aasume tiie chatte ; 
wben he bdbeld tfae vaUejwliere he was 
goiog to proclaim the Word of Christ ; hiß 
soul was too mudi agttated lo allow bim 
to continue his walk : and, collaeting bis 
thoughts, with tfae most pröfotuidabasemeiity 
he exciaimed, ^^ O Jesus ! O my Master ! 
who is sufficient for these tfaings ?* O im- 
mortal souls, inhabüants of yonder Valley, 
of what dbaracter wiü my tkiinistry am<mg 
you be? O my friends, be foithftil to your 
prömise—^ay ! O uniie in supplicatioiiy 



<**ai«***a 



* Happy the man who feels like the pastör represented 
in tiiisnarrative! May I be excüsed fbr caUtng the 
attention of Üie reader more paiticulady to this important 
subject*— the necessity of 4ivine «ipport? Much, doubt« 
less^ of the want of success in Ministers, especially young 
Ministers, of piety, arises^ is it not to be feared, from un* 
dervaluing the only source fi-om vrhich our sufficiency 
proceeds? If this shoold tneet the eye ofanywho are 
conscious that they have too much depended on them* 
selves, and whose labour has been buttoo ineffectual, let 
it stimulate them henceforth to fix their dependance more 
wfaolly and simply on the power and grace of Christ, and 
on the aid and influenceB of tfae Holy Splrit. 
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that ^ God uTould open unto us a door of 

utteranee to speak Ihe mystery of Christ :' 

(Col. iv. 3) — then sitting down, he began 

to reflect upoQ tfae öbjeot of bis misstoD, 

and especialiy on tfae dut j of tfae Minister 

of the Word. 

*' If," Said be, ^^ the ambassador, appointed 

by bis sovereigH to conduct some important 

negotiation, concaitrates apon it all bis at* 

tention, all bis faculties, and all bis powers; 

if be feds a deep sense of the extent of bis 

duties ; and if, in örder to succeed in bis 

undertaking, be uses ev^ry precaution, 

embraces every resoarce, prepares tbe 

means, and studies to bend tiie inclinations, 

and to get access to tbe bearts of those 

with wbom be bas to do ; if tfae imterests, 

if tbe bonour of bim by wbom fae is com- 

missioned, are tbe principal and constant 

objects of bis anxions and nnceasing care^— 

wfaat sbould my feelings be ? I, wbo am 

the ambassador of Cfarist, tbe messenger of 

tfae Saviour to tbe soüIs, tbe immortal souls, 

offflen! 

H 2 
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'^ It is not a child of man whom I serve ; 
it is not a creature like myself who bas 
Said to me, * Go, and speak in my name!' 
jtis the Lord, it is JehoTähj whose minister 
I declare mjselftobe! It is tbe King of 
kings, the Prince of etemity himself, who 
cominands me to go forth to his creatures, 
and invite them to acknowledge him as their 
God ! It is not with reference to interests, 
which, thoügh perhaps valuäble and im- 
portant in this world, must soon be eiided, 
and pronounced * vanities/ thät I am to act; 
the things, concerning which I am em- 
ployed, are eternal. I come to treat and 
to determine upon that which shall endure 
when heaven and carth, and all that I now 
behold, shall have passed away^ It is not 
to the mere inhabitants of these houses, and 
the cultivators of these lands, to the beings 
whom I pereeive in the midst of the fields, 
oecupied in different cares and labours, that 
I am going to address myself; bat it is to 
that which is within them— itis to that source 
of understanding, and feeling, and life — to 
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that souI, from which their ability to act pro- 
ceeds. 

^^ Äs to tbe men whom I see, they must 
soon fall like the leaf, which is just drop- 
ping from jronder tree ^ yet a little while, 
and that now active dust must return to it's 
original. But there is in them a soul ; O thou 
infinite Jehovah ! a soul, which thou hast 
created, and which thou wilt never destroy ! 
a soui, for thou hast thyself declared it, in 
comparison of which the whole world is 
worthless ! a soul, fitted for infinite and eter- 
nal happiness, or for misery without end. 
It is to your souls, O my fellow-creatures, 
ti^at I am sent ! It is to them, that I am oom- 
manded to carry the word of life, that word 
of God which alone bringeth salvation— 
which bringeth salvation!" repeated the 
pastor, leaning his head upon his hands. 
" How great A mystery, O my God, and 
yet how awfully true i Yes ; all these men 
who are before me, as well as all who 
inhabit tbis earth, if they are not ransomed 
by Thyself, are lost — lost for ever ! The 
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prindple of vitalilj wfaich ajoämates Ü^em^ 
and impels them to the various actiotis of 
tfaeir preilent ezistence, is bitt Öie semblance 
of life, and maj be united with Spiritual 
deatfa, even the deaft of their souIb."^ In 
the midst of so great agitation, and of sq 
maüy conücting iiiterests, ttiere majr subsist 
the profouad and fearful deep €>t the souli 
and under tbe dazaling ray^ of that un^ 
cloiided sun» th^j may b^ plimged ia th^ 
thicky the terrible darkness of error. And, 
in the midst of tikeir feasts, when their Joyoiur 
songs are resoundiagy they may be upon 
the very brink of the most dreadful ruin, 
and on the |>oint of being east into that 
place, < vrbere is weepin^ and gaasblng of 
teeth/ 

• " He lives, who lives to God alone^ 

And all are dead beside ) 
For other source than God is none, 

Whence life can be supplled. 
Butlife, within a narrow ring 

Of giddy joys comprised, 
Is fahely named, and no such thing— 

But rather deatii disguised.'^ 
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*^ Afid tbus, Lord, k ts» becanse tbo» art 
boly and batest AUDI ; because thou bastmade 
man» tbat tbou iDigbtest be knowa and. 
mightest be belov^d by him ; because thou 
diddt put ixtto bis bedrt and iiito bis soui tbe 
Image of tby glory : aad yet be estfaogeS 
himself trom tbee. He refases tbee bis beart 
-»*4e loves bimself— be seek» bis own ; asid 
tbee hiß Creator, tbiee w Jso gavest bim breatb, 
and wbQ <eaii8est tbe blood to eirculate 
ia bis ¥em0*«-^e forgeäi^^be cootenms ! O ' 
my God, be bäte» tbee !* O borrible effect 



* To 8ome, these rexnailcs of the new pastor will doubt-^- 
less appear hard sayings : to prove tkat tbey are ficrip- 
tiir»l, w« nefid only, I tUnk, reüAt to Rom. i. 30 ; Jtmes, 
iv. 4; aod Rom« vlii.. 7. Bat, afjter all, to the natural 
man, the thihgs of the Spirit will be foolishaess. Should 
any feel disposed to dive deeper into thid subject 
they oaay conwlt wltti advantage ihat adndxabl« little 
wwk, <' The Aaswer of Joseph Milaer (the Church bis'- 
terlan) to Gibbon's Aocount of Chrisüanity,'^ pärticildftriy 
tke four& Sectioa of the firsi Faii. There Ibey will Bad 
unmaBked a man enmeiUi|r Hbeml <att leatl*. ia iirafieuioii), 
polite, and aceomplii^d, eiMurging Almig^ty Gecl to his 
£ace ! a God-hater without a veil ! And well .vould it be^ 
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of sin, tbttsr to alienate fhe affections of tue 
child from his heavenly Parent, and excite 
rebellion in the creature against Hirn, who 
brought bim out of nothing into existence ! 
O tbe wickedness, the hardness of the heart 
of man, which resists all the attractions of 
these splendid works of the Most High, 
which prociaim around with so divine an 
eloquence, his power, bis wisdom, and bis 
infinite love ! O fatal error of the soul, which 
thus continually stifles the voice of con«-^ 
science — ^that so often invites it to beaven ; 
quenching, as it were, with frantic violence, 
that small remain of light which still shines. 
in the darkness !" 

As he uttered these words, the pastor 
melted into tears. His miqd was deeply 
affected. The thought> alc(,s ! the certainty 
— that anlangst those men whose guide he 

if some, who are far from running such lengths of blas-, 
phemous impiety, but whose hearts are not yet right 
with God^could be persuaded seriously to revolve in their 
minds the argumenta, contained i^ the tract to which ( 
have alluded. 



THB NEW VILLAGE PAJSIPOK* 15d 

bad become, many still oontinued ip this 
awfol State, and might perbaps perish in it 
— oppressed bis soul. His ministry ap- 
peared to bim a painful and inefficient 
strudle against tbe sinfulness, the depra- 
y\tj of the buman beart; and be exciaimed, 
" My God^ my God, wilt thou leave tbem 
toperisb?" Tben, the salvation which is^ 
m Christ presented itself to his mind in all 
its power.* His soul contemplated, in 
delightful tranquillity, that econpmy^ o£ 
grace, in which God, touched with mercy, 
condescends himself to become like i|nto 
Sinful flesb ; that is, assumes our nature, 
and in tender compassion undertakes our 
salvation. The plan of the redemption 
of mankind unfolded Itself to his yiew. He 
saw the creature, fallea and afar o£F from 
bis Creator through sin, broughtnigh again, 
and reconciled, and re-united to bis God, 
through the Saviour — the^ Father in his 

' *Beautifulillu8trationoftheApostle'8remBrk/<Wheii 
I am weak then am I strong." 2 Cor. xii. 10. 

H 6 
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Aleroy delirering «p his Soe, aad äie Soii, 
in his iafinite loTe, proff^ing Umsetf in tbe 
place of man ; becoming imited io htm b]F 
his almighty power ; takiiig on himself hi» 
Blifleriefi, and bearing the chastisemeBt due 
to tfaem. He saw the Uolj Spirit enterisg 
ifito the hearty and äbiding there» to softex^ 
it and iead it back to its Creator. He saw 
the souly thufl awakened from üs deep^ 
receiving and embracing tbe lightof heaven, 
tbrusting away the wor Id with disdain, and 
resoiviog to walk bjr faith towards thai 
city, of which the '^ builder and Iraker ia 
God." . . 

** I willgo, then," cried he, " to teil them» 
to repeat to them without ceasing : yes, l 
wiH go to yon immortal souls ;«*-Mjr sheep, 
my dear parishioners» I will carry you the 
glad tidings! I will preach Christ the 
Saviour ! I will teil you from him, tbat if 
sin, nowreigning in you, alienates you from 
your God, and deprives you of rest; if 
your own self-love, and the desire to esta-» 
blish your own righteousness, leares your 
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soul destitute of petfoe ; if yowt mamfold 
infirmities trouble yowt cooficiences, and 
make yo« tremble at ihe prospect of dissö- 
lutiOQ, Whicb «v«rj moment draws more 
near ; 1 will telf jcn^ that tliere is yet for 
you a firm tranquillitj*-^ solid repos» 
-«4t neff, a& inexbaustiUe, iser^ty and 
joy — a iife worthy «of bmg possessed 
in tiie lov« of yo^ur Sarfoitr ! I wjil re« 
peat to yoa a tbousand tineis^ O my fellow 
mea t that it if lor you« ibat this salva« 
tion 16 proobtinad ! tbat it is to you, tiiat 
the Lord bas eent to offer it at my hands I 
I, who am your frigid and your ftdlow-tra«» 
veller to an eternal world, will prodaim 
that it is free, absc^tely free : that to obtain 
possession of it, poesession for ^ev^er, you 
have only to receive it,*^ and not, del^ided 

* '* And isure« it l3&s kiad tP emilej »od ^ive, 
. As wilib » fipowu to »ay; * I>o this and live.' 
Ißve is iiQt|)edte«'s tnimikery^ bouij^ht 9ftd«old : 
He will^iw freftly« or lus mävnthholi : 
His soul abhors a mercenary thöught^ 
And him as deeply who abhors it not. 
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beingSy to thrust hom you the paternal arm^ 
stretched outtowards youbytheAlmighty ! 
^' May a door be opened unto me, as it 
regards you, poor inunortal souls, who must 
so soon appear before God ! Tes, Lord^ 
hear the prayers of my friends, and go be- 
fore me unto those, to whom thou dost send 
me ! It is thou, O Jebovah, thou alone, O 
Jesus, who hast the key of David ! It is 
thou who shuttest, and no man openeth ; 
but it is thou also who openest, and][nQ man 
shutteth. What am I in thy sight, O Lord, 
but a voice commissioned by thy love to 
call on the sons of men ? Who shall excite 
in them attention and humility — who shall 
subdue their wills — who shall alarm theii 
consciences, if it be not — Thou who hast 
awakened myself ?" 

He stipulates, indeed, but merely this— 
That man vfWlß'eelt/ take an unbought blies ; 
Will trust him for a faithful, generoiis part^ 
Nor set a price upon a willing heart.**^ 

ComPER. 



> 
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The pastor then prostrated himself before 
Hirn who liveth for ever and ever, and 
offered up bis adoration. He humbled him- 
self under a deep sense of bis wretcbedness, 
and gave glory unto Hirn. 

Tben rising up, be continued bis walk, 
and descended towards the village where he 
was aboutto enter on bis " work and labour 
of love," as " prie&t of tbe^living God." 



^am 
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A SfflSS TALE. 



"^^"F^ 



PART IL 



When the feelings of a believer have 
been powerfuUy excited, there is nothing of 
an external nature that more contributes to 
the tranquillizing of his mind, thana view of 
the works of God. The creation exhibits so 
much peace and concord ; there is such a 
sweet consistency in the diflferent objects, 
and forms of a landscape ; the plains, with 
their variegated plots of ground, the moun- 
tains, with their rocks and woods, the sky 
and clouds, with their softly-blended tints, 
present a picture which, when contemplated 
for a few moments with those feelings, which 
the creature ought ever to possess in the? 
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preseuce of bis Creator, leads us to partake 
in some degree of that etemal harmony, ö{ 
whioh tbe Lord is at once the eeatre, and 
tbe cause.^ 



• « 



The boundless störe 



Of charms which Nature to her votarf yi^ds ; 
The warbImg woodlaads, the resounding ^kore, 

The pomp of groves^ the gamlture of fields : 
All that the genial ray of moming gilds, 

And an that echoes to the song of evet), 
All that the mmmtain^ sfaeltjeriBg bosom shie^^ 

And all the dreod magnificence of heaven : 

These charms shall work thy souPs etemal healtb. 
And love> and gentleness^ and joy impart.'^ 

Beattie. 

The reader will not be displeased with this interesting 
descriptioin, so strikingly similar to fhat in the tale^ that 
it soems almost the same in a poetical dress. The evan- 
gelical propriety, however^ of the narrative^ g^ves it^ I 
thfaik, no small superiori^. 

The charms of natare di»play tfaemselves» too oft^^ 
utterly in vtan, to tixe man tHio is unconv^'ted. ** Tbeir 
linetSy indeed^ gene out tbrongh all the eartfa, and tiieir 
woi^s to the end of tbe world.'' Bnt who vegards tfaem 9 
An ittfidel may choote to roam> ^ wheee a blne sky, and 
glowing clime extends \^' and to ivttaeM ** nature's pagor 



160 THE NEW VILLA6E PASTOR. 

Tbis tbe pastor experienced, as he drew 
nigh to the village. The road, shaded by 
ancient oaks, winded along the sides of the 
mountain, and unfolded new soenes at eacb 
succcssive moment. Sometimes were seen 
extensive meadows, sprinkled with farm- 
houses and knots of trees; sometimes a forest 
appeared, in the depths of which the read 
seemed to be swallowed up; at another 
turn, the arrow upon the steeple glittered 
above tbe rounded tops of the walnut and 
lime trees, or the blue smoke rose in undu- 
lating columns from the half-concealed roof 
of the cottage. All these objects, while 
they charmed bis eyes, wereno less interest- 
ing to bis heart, because they were con- 
nected in bis mind with the work which he 
was going to undertake, and pursae, in the 
midst ofthose peaceful villagers. " Happy, 
thrice happy !" he exciaimed, " the man to 

glassed by sun-beams on the lake ;" and he may remain 
miserable, and an infidel, still. It is the man, who is first 
** admitted to the cmbiaces of bis God," who really feels^ 
and enjoys, the beauties of natura. 



% 
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• 

whom the Saviour hassaid, '^ Go, preach my 
Gospel." If hiis heart is trulj submissive to 
his Master — if he consecrates himself in sin- 
ceritj to his service, it is no longer a pain- 
fuland fatiguing task in which heisengaged; 
but even his own happiness, is ther.ein daily 
promoted and increased. O how true is^it, 
that to be a pastor is a good work !# 

Bat, though his heart was thus pleasingly 
affected, he did not immediately enter the 
hamlet. His mind was powerfully attracted 
to serious meditation. Leaving the avenue 
which conducted to the nearest dwellings, 
he chose a winding pathway, and pro- 
ceeded by. the back of the yillage into the 
church-yard. There, he easily discovered 
wbat be sought« 

: At the foot of an aged. alder, and be« 
neath its flowering branches, in the most 
solitary corner of that silent abode, a stone 
newly hewn indicates the spot wbero a pious 
pastor sleeps. On it, tbese words are rudely 



• 1 Tim. itt, 1. 



r 
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engraven ; *< My flesh diall rest m kope."* 
*^ Yes," Said tfae joung minister^ '* yes, my 
brother, what yoa haT« coauniUed to Him, 
will be k^t against that day by him to 
whom it has been entrugted, for be is faitfaful. 
At His voice, witb wbich yott were ac* 
quainted here belo w, and wbicb'y ou patiently 
foUowed tbrough so maajr conteeto and 
afflictiona, yoii will soon rise mgaia from 
ihe tomb, and obtain that glof y after wbich 
you bare so ofien sjgbed. He will giTe it 
y ou for ever«^for ever ! How impresriTe 
tbe tbonght! Never, no^ neTer can it be 
lost ! A few years— a few pasnng days«*^ 
a bttle, little while-^and then, eternity in 
tbe bosom of Jesus ! Theo, no more donbts 
— no more weaknesses — no more fatigues*^ 
no discouragements — no mournfnl sigbs ; 
but tbe fulness of joy — tbe perfect peaoe 
of tbe soul — all its desires accomplisbed, its 
thirst satisfied for ever! O my Saviour, 
bow sweet tbe influence wbicb this assured 



• Psalm xvi. 9. 
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hope exercises over my soul ! Servaot of 
Jesus, Um hope wa» Ihine. How often 
was it exbibited in tbj peacefulo^ess, in tfay 
serenity, and ia the affectionate confidence, 
which I ever experienced at tby hands ! 
Höw often have I noticed on tby lips tbat 
risifig smile, which aeemed tbe presage of the 
eojoyment of unuttemble bappiness beyönd 
the grave ! 



" My honoured friend, bow frequently 
hast thou repeated to me thqse words, ^ H$ 
that bath the Son bath life !' How frequently 
hast thou led meto feel that ooe thiag only is 
needful fbr a poor cbild of Adam : tbat lov^ 
to Jesus is bis all, and bis only bkssedness ! 

^ And yet/' said he, as he laid bis band 
upon the stone, " in this very spot, yes^ 
beneath this eartfa, rests the man who de- 
clared to me tbese tbings ! Now, he spealcs 
no more. No smile, no brilliant thoughts» 
no heavenly joys, illum« tbat countenance ; 
all is extinguisbed^all is gradually monlder« 
ing away to dust ! His soul is no longer 
bere ! . . . And it is Aere," added he, casting 
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a glance over tbe surcounding church-yaird^ 
'^ it is doubtless here that I, also, sfaiall repose 
witb him until the hour when the voice of Ihe 
archangel shall burst the tombs, and pro* 
Claim that ' there shall be time no longer/ 
Amen. Lord! Amen. Let my life, which 
is thine, be consecrated to thj Service : and 
when I have finished the work which thou 
hast appointed me, maj I be laid near this 
thy ransomed one, to await thy Coming, O 
my Redeemer !" 

As he uttered these words, he bent hid 
course towards the parsonage, wherethe 
eiders of the church and some friends flrom 
the neighbourhood were assembled, expect- 
ing with a holy and solemn joy the arrival of 
their pastor — of the worthy successor of him, 
who had witnessed the birth of most of them, 
and of whom nearly all were children in the 
faith. 

Every thing was tranquil in the village. It 
was the eve of the Sabbath ; and that Sabbath 
was but the second, on which they were no 
more to hear the paternal voice of their 
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faithfui shepherd. Some families were sit- 
ting in front of tbeir houses, conversing on 
the loss thej had sostainedy and on tbe love 
which the Lord continued to manifest in 
still granting them an eyangelical minister, 
to enlighten them with eternal light, and 
nourish their souls with the bread of life, 
through the knowledge of Jesus. They 
rose on all sides to welcome tbe nevr pastor. 
Parents pointed him out to their children, 
whilst the old men went forward towards 
him, took his hand, and wishedhim unnum- 
bered blessings. They followed his steps 
tili he entered the room where the elders, 
rendered anxious by his delay, werealready 
deliberating whether they should not go 
forth to meet him. 

*' May the peace of the Lord be with 
you all, my dear and respected friends,!' 
Said he, as he stretched out his hands to these 
aged disciples. '' May his benediction 
rest upon my labours among you, and may 
he enable me to; walk in the path which 
your late dear and pious instructor, my 
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thrice happj brother, pursued."**.*^ Amem!'* 
repeated many voices« '^ Amen. Maj tbe 
Lord graut us this blessing !" — ** Let us 
tbea earnestly; implore.it," added he» falliog 
on bis knees : ^* since he is oor God, and 
vre are bis people^ let iis commit ourselves 
unto bim as our Sbepberd." 

Tbe paetor tben dedicated bimself io tbe 
Service of tbe Lord, in tbe presence of bis 
parisbionerg. He «ntreated tbe divine 
mercj for bimself; and prajed tbat he 
migbt proclaim with joyful sacoess fixe 
" mystery of C brist." He gave glory to tbe 
Saviour, and bambly bad recourse to bis 
merits in bebalf of tbose to wbom he was 
£ent. Tben, baving taken bis place in tbe 
midst of tbe eiders, be tbus addresaed tbem: 
" Friends and bretbren, for many years tbe 
counsel of God bas been declared to y ou bybis 
faitbf ul ministers, and tbe word of salvation 
bas been in a remarkable mann er acknow- 
ledged amongyou. Already bave many of 
tbe people of Grod removed from tbis village 
to a bappy etemity. You number your 



TBE WaSW VILLAGE PA9IUL 167 



tfae faluAiliiienieBt wben 3rtMi JÜBö sball lafces 
in tke luNse af yonr F«Üier, Ibe i^aoe wbioh 
^ oor ^der broÜRr,' «ad * oor God,' btt 
picparedforyoa £romfaefore die femdatiöft 
of the wadd. Blessed be tiie Lord for t^ 
stzikiDg a mwitfrwhitiqii of kis gnto^ ; «nd 
may be pseaerve Ais &itli «ven to tbe^ad ! 
Hl», aty ftiends, he wiU dow Tbe work 
tbat in bis mercy lie has begnn, bis lettg^ 
BoSeniig aad bis iüitbftilaess unll not ftiil (o 
OQOBplete ; £qt not one <rf Ao», wboai the 
Fatiber bas gi^en bim, shall in any wiae perish 
— He ifl greater tfaan all» and none «ball phick 
them aat of bis hand."^' 

Tbe cid men bowed witb respectftil attea*> 
tion, exciaifliing, in a low voice, *^ Amen ( 
amen ! — It is not, tfaereforei on your 
account, my bonoured firiends,'' be added» 
'' that my soul is disquieted ; but * all havt 
not faitb:' and though tbe good Med bei 
been abtmdantly sown aad blesfed in this 
village, tares bave also been loaltered by 
the enemy. More than once have I seen 
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the tears of my honoured predecessor flow 
down at the thought of the condemnation, 
ready to burst upon the heads of those un- 
happy men, who have hardened tbemselves 
in unbelief, and trodden ander foot the mer- 
ciful invitations of the Saviour. 

" The Lord," said he, " chastens me ; he 
sends me a very grievous affliction, but it 
is for my good — to make me feel that I am 
Qothing — that to him alone it belongs to 
«often the heart, and convince me of my 
own weakness and unworthiness ; for, with 
how little zeal have I laboured ! I have not, 
however, concealed the truth from them ; 
both in private and from the pulpit, de- 
nouncing the judgmetkts of the Lord ! Un- 
fortunate men! nothing affects them,nothing 
excites their fears. They beheld one of 
their unbelieving companions perish in de- 
spair. They heard him curse the day of 
bis birth, and cry out with horror at the 
approach of eternity ! Another they have 
Seen smitten in bis children and bis pro- 
perty, and himself the victim of a dreadful 
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deraDgement ; and jet tliej rush — rusli 
like madmen to destructi^n ! O my friends^ 
what a cup of bittemess are the servante 
of Jesus often called to drink! And yet what 
heart was ever more eharitable, ot more 
patient, than ihat of jom worthy päs- 
tor ?" 

" Ah, it is indeed true, Sir/* aaid one of 
the eiders ; ^' none ever was more gentle, 
or more füll of forbearance; than our deär 
lamented pastor. Bat, alas ! it is pride that 
leads these poor rebeis astray. I harre ob- 
served one in particnlar, the son of an 'Old 
friend whom I saw depart forthe glorj of 
God. He received some little iBStniotiofL 
at a College, and in consequence imagin€^ 
himself a philosopher; and «>ow Ae poor 
yonng man talks of notfaing bat reason^and 
the enlightened views of the presedt age. Is 
it urged upon him that he is a siiQner? he 
admits it ; bat it is in a general sense, and 
he spums at the acknowled|;meiit of that 
depravity of the camal mind, whi.ob .copflfti- 

I 



170 THE NBW VILL AGB PASTOR. 

tutes the enemy of God.4: For myself, I am 
assured, that pride is tbe source of all the 
evil." : ' . . 

" I agree with you, my honour^ brothers" 
Said the pastor : ^* so long- äs a man has 
neglected to descend into bis own beart, 
and to see there that deep and desperate 
wickedness of which theScriptures speak — 
fi^ long as he is satisfied with merely con- 
fessing with his Ups that he is not holy and 
perfect, and refuses to inquire diligenüy 
wherein his holiness is deficient, and what 
is meant by the names ^ wicked/ ^ unrigb- 
teous,' ^ enemy of God,' which the word of 
truth applies to him, so long he remains 
spiritually dead.4: He is angry with» and 
opposes, every one that attempts to disclose 
to bim his sins ; in short, he hates the Bible, 
because he cannot read it without feeling 
bimself condemned." 



• Jer.xvii. 9; Eph. ii. 1— 3; Rom.viii.7; Titus, iii. 
3. See also note, p. 34. 
f Eph. ii. 1 4». 
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The Gider replied ; ** I feel your Obser- 
vation to be peculiarly just, having per- 
sonall j experienced its trutb. On revisiting 
this village, after an absence of ten jears 
m the French service, I brought back with 
me that spirit of arrogancj in matters of 
reljgion so common amongst soldiers. 1 
had been edacated ander our late worthy 
padtor ; bat jet, notwitfastanding, wben 
I beard bim, on my return, declare 
tbe merits of Jesus Christ to be the only 
source of salyation, and that this is inde-^ 
pendent of what the sinner can do ;* wben 
he unfolded the state of spiritual death and 
condemnation into which all men are plnnged 
by transgtession wbatever may be their cha- 
racter here below— -the most upright in the 
estimation of the world, as well as the most 
abandonedt— I was so disgusted with this 
old-fashioned doctrine,a8 1 impiously called 
it, that I left the church, and ppenly ex- 

I I 111^—— I I , :— 1— .j— — I I U I» — — ^ « ■!■ 

• Rom. iv. 5, 

t Rom. üi. 19—23, and 1 Tim. i. 15. 
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pressed mj dissaüsfaction ; brauding bim as 
a dotard) who confounded good and evil, 
and who, in his seal to prove that our virtoe 
was not the procuring cause of our salva* 
tion, would in the end destroy our Love of 
virtue altogether,"* 

" And jeti" said the pastor, " the Holy 
Scriptures are sufficiently ezplicit on this 
tnitby that man is not saved by bis works^ 
but that s^lyation is entirely of free grace — 
a gift of the mercy of God ; 4. who, not wil- 
liüg tbed^ath of the sinner, gives bim the 
righteoasnesB wbich he needs, by dothing 
bim Unth that of bis only and weU-beloved 
Son4 It seems to me, that if yoa allowed 
the authority of the Bible, yoa bad only to 
open it eiCher in the Propfaets, or in the 
G'ospel, to be convinced that man, ' born a 



♦ It will well repay the reader, to peruse, in oonnexion 
with the above remarks, the excellent obsenfations of Dr. 
Chalmers on the same subject, in the first Volume of his 
" Christian and Civic Economy," pp. 188r-191. 

t Eph. ii. 8, 9 ; Rom. xi. 6 ; Titus, iii. 4---8, 

J Rom, iii. 20- -25} and x. 1—5. 
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child of wrath,' is und er the curse, until he 
i« renewed by the H0I7 Spirit* But, per- 
haps, at that time you did not read the 
Bible?" 

" I read it," replied the eider, ** and I 
have always read it, even when I was in 
the army ; but I interpreted it in my owu 
way. For instante, that curse which the 
Scripture says rests upon the sinner, I under- 
stood to meana 9ort of disapprobation on 
the part of God, something of the same kind 
with that which I showed towards.my child 
when he disobeyed me, and which blew 
over in the same m^ner as miue had so 
often done. With regard to my own righ- 
teou^ess, I had no objection to admit that 
I was not without sin, and that more tban 
once I had broken God's commandments ; 
but I Said to myself : if I have done some 
härm, I baye also done.somegood,and God 
will not overlook the good which he has 
enjoined on us to do. I was not aware at 

• John, Ui. 1—9. 
I3 
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t&tkt time, fbat a mau cannot do what iis 
goöd, I mean What reaHy deserves tbat 
name, before bis heatt lov^s the law whiob 
requires bim to do it ; and tbat be cannot 
lov6 tbat law tili hifi ^ heart öf stone bas 
h^a ^xdianged for a b^art of §esby by the 
migbQ^ power of tbe Lord Jesus Cbrist, 
wbo otdy'can reveal'to os tb^knowledge of 
tbe Fatber, and sbed abroletd bis löte m oar 
soals.4( I fibould still bav^ remained in ükh 
i^oirance and bardness of beart, bat&>Ttbe 
kihdness of a compassionate Sävioar.^ - 

'^ Let us^ tben/' exclaimed Üij^ pastor»^d- 
dre^ing bimself to tbe iniiole äss&mbly» 
<^'let US, ttkj bretbren and friends, iteßpose 
onr bbpe on the m^rcy of God, tbät b^ %1H 
caute tbat Jigbt wfaicbbe.ibas sbed alnrmtd 
in oar souls'by tbe knowtedge of iesos, t# 
sbine also npon those wbo bave bitbefto 
(!;ontinu:ed to walk in tbe darkness of d«ath. 
The grace of God alöne bas inade tis to 
differ from the greatest of unbelievefs 
■ ' ■ ' ■ . ■ ■ ■ ■■■ 1. 1 .. » I I . 

* Matt. ü. 27 ; Heb. viii. 10 ; Ez^k. xxxvi. 25—27. 
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amongst our fellow-men ;^ and when God 
flliall bave shown mercy to theln, they will 
ünite with us in giving him the gloiy. This 
blessing, which my soul so ardently desires 
för them, jt fs his alone io bestow, and he 
only knbws the ttme at which he will grant 
our reqtiests. But oor prayers must ascend 
up to him — we mtist make intercession in 
thenameof Jesns for these poor Wanderers, 
by -Whom We are surrounded ; and we ate 
a^Enired, that our supplication o£Fered ^ac-* 
cording to the will of the Lord,'t * wbo 
desireth not the death ofa sinner, bnt raiher 
that be should turn and live,' will notgo up 
in Vain." 

As he Said th^e wörds, the pastor again 
kneit down with the old nien, before HiM 
tfho 16 present ** whererer two or threö are 
gatbered together in his näme.'' Hebleised 
him for the in^niite kindn^ess which be bad 
tnanHe^ted towirds theoi, intreating him 

• 1 Cor. X. II ; Titas, iiU 3—5. 
1 1 John, V. 14 
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with all the fervour of a soul inflamed with 
the sacred fire of charity^ to fructify tbe 
seed which he was going to sow, and by his 
Holy Spirit to dispose every heart to receive 
it."^ He implored, in the last place, his 
patience in bebalf of the ungodly, and be^ 
sought bim, through the blood of the Lamb 
that was slain, to open their eyes that tfaey 
might see and know their Redeemer. " But, 
to-morrow,^ added he, taking the hands of 
the old men, ** to-morrow we shall solemnly 
present ourselves, with our brethren and 
sisters, before bim who has redeemed us, 
to implore in the church his eternal bles- 
sings both for ourselves and ours. Go, 
tberefore, now ; go to your families; pre- 
pare your children and your servants to 
sanctify the sabbath of the Lord, and invite 
tbem, in the name of their Saviour, to dedi- 
cate themselves in since^ity to bis service/* 
The old men bowed with respect before 
the man of God, and returned homewards, 

* Matt. xiii. 23 ; ActS; xvi. H« 
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communiug one with another of the love of 
Him that liveth for ever and ever, and who 
was soon about to receive tfaem into bis 
bosom. 

It was thus that the new village pastor 
entered upon bis sweet and solemn oflBce ; 
and laid, from the first, the only foundatioü 
which can be laid— ^* Jesus Christ» and him 
crucified."^^ Happy the souls, who feed 
beneath the crook of this faithful shep- 
herd ; and happy every pastor, who, like 
him, lives only unto the Lord ! 

• 1 Cor. iii. 11 ; Acts, iv. 12. 



THE END. 



Frinted by T.C. Haiirard, Peterborough-court, Fleet-street, London. 
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